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TA L I S M A N

MOVEMENT
Issue No. 05

About the cover photo: The cover represents a moment of stillness
in a life characterized by movement. Being still if only for a moment
may make you feel out of place, like sitting down in the middle of a
busy sidewalk. However, a moment of stillness can provide clarity
and relief in this world that keeps on moving.
COVER PHOTO BY REED MATTISON

OUR M I S SI ON
We believe in the power of good storytelling, and we hope the stories that we tell inspire
you to live an empowered and impassioned life.
We are the forever-present, eclectic, intelligent, bright and cheery voice
of WKU’s student body.
We’re forever connected to our Hill and dedicated to serving our community through
high-quality journalism, stunning photography and quirky, relatable content.
We are the Talisman.
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Dear reader,
Welcome to “Movement.”
“Movement” is a curious theme for a printed magazine that’s inherently static. Not only that, but the
act of reading a magazine is a stagnant activity. It’s a reprieve from the incessant activity of our daily
lives that creates a vital space for reflection. Our editorial board loved the tension this created. How do
you show such a dynamic, active word in a still format?
Movement is also a word with a lot of dimensions. Most obviously, it describes physical activity, as
with “BEAUTY IN POWER” (page 14) which profiles members of the WKU Women’s Rugby Club and
explores how women’s involvement in the aggressive sport challenges traditional notions of gender. It
can also describe the migration of people from place to place, as in “PASSING THE PLATE” (page 44),
which explores the migration of people through the ways WKU students preserve their cultures with
food.
It also refers to the passage of time, like in “SHIFTING GEARS” (page 68), in which our writers spoke
to loved ones as they waited for their loved ones to take their driving tests. Another story, “A DAY IN
THE LIFE OF A FOOD TRUCK” (page 10), chronicles the grease and good times of Pop’s Food Truck on a
rowdy weekend in Bowling Green.
As always, we’ve tried to capture the diversity and spirit of life on campus at this moment in time.
The Talisman has officially been a magazine for two years. Now that we’re comfortable with this new
format, we wanted to push the boundaries of the stories we tell and how we tell them.
We hope Talisman issue no. 5 moves you.
With love,

photo by EMILY MOSES
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Joseph Madrid and his grandmother Cathy Roy (left) march at the Out of the Darkness
Walk at Ephram White Park. The two held posters with the names of people lost to
suicide. Roy is part of a Facebook group for grieving mothers who have lost a child to
suicide. Madrid’s uncle, Roy’s son, was lost to suicide in May 2018.
(Photo by Reed Mattison)

Tunnel
trap
poem by NICHOLAS KINSER
photo by CHRIS KOHLEY

I’m digging some confidence out of this empty chest
Like, I’m about to make something out of nothing
Like, no body, no being, no thing is the master of
my direction
I am my own savior
I am my own director
The light at the end of the tunnel
Is not some divine figure
Too beautiful for my eyes
Too honorable for my touch
No, it is me
I am the light that will save myself
I will hoist this body
From the tunnel that lays waste to it
And grant my skin the refreshing light
Of my own saving grace
I owe this tunnel nothing
And it is partial to taking everything
I will drive this body to salvation with its own two
hands
Nobody fuck with the steering wheel

Poet’s statement: “I wrote this while considering
movement that could be inspired by the frustration
of being stuck. As simple as it may sound, there is
intention in using the tunnel as a metaphor for going
through challenging or ‘dark’ times. The tunnel is used
as an image to denote the feeling of being trapped in
an experience that feels inescapable, and one that,
the longer you spend inside of, the less hopeful you
feel about getting out of. Persistence beyond sight —
that’s what this poem was inspired by.”
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Patron Sheryl Payne studies the truck’s menu in search
of the perfect snack. Payne said she didn’t get a chance
to eat dinner. Pop’s Street Eats is open late after many
other restaurants have turned off their lights.
A Jersey cow looks up from its morning feed at
Chaney’s Dairy Barn on Tuesday, Feb. 20. Jersey
cows will eat about 30 to 40 pounds of feed a day.

An employee of Pop’s Street Eats prepares food in the
truck outside Dublin’s Irish Pub to cut down on wait
times for customers. Pop said this work begins as soon
as the truck slides into a parking spot.
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A DAY IN THE LIFE
OF A FOOD TRUCK
story by CLAIRE DOZER photos by MANZAR RZAYEVA

P

ulled-pork nachos and 100 percent all-beef hot dog tacos
are not the only gifts Mike “Pop” Wilson Sr., owner of
Pop’s Street Eats Food Truck, has given to his customers,
who he calls street’rs. Serving cuisine to customers and conversing
with old friends who pass by has become a common routine on
the truck since May 2017. The business began with his two sons
working alongside him on the truck after watching a year’s worth
of Food Network, Pop said. Dedicated
customers continue to travel wherever
the bright red truck is parked with the
string-lights suspended above drawing
them in. A day in the life of a food truck
owner, especially one with Pop’s busy
schedule, is much more than putting
melted cheese on a heap of tortilla
chips. After brewing coffee at 8 a.m.,
Pop gasses up the truck for another
day of service. But after that, anything
can happen.“It really is something new
every night,” he said.
8:30 A.M.
“First thing you gotta do is stretch
out the old and work out the cricks,”
Pop said after rolling out of bed an hour
earlier. He is on his daily trip to Sam’s
Club to purchase their freshly made
rotisserie chicken to use throughout
the day. Sam’s employees recognize Pop’s wide grin and full red
cheeks, encompassed by coarse gray facial hair as soon as he
steps up to the counter.

to enjoy Pop’s taco and nacho creations, as well as offerings from
other vendors.
5 P.M.
Pop arrives at home and takes a much-needed nap that will give
him energy for the rest of the night. While he sleeps, Pop’s wife
cooks the pork and preps the food he’ll need on the truck for
the night.
“You can try to guess the amount
you’ll need for the night,” Pop said.
“But when it all comes down to it,
it’s all trial and error.”
7:30 P.M.
Pop leaves the house to prepare for
the night, making his routine stops
along the way. Pop begins by filling
the generator with gas and the grills
with propane. Then he goes to
Sam’s Club and Kroger to pick up
the necessary groceries. He will go
to Sam’s Club twice in the day if he
knows he will need more supplies.
Finally, he gets enough $1 bills and
quarters for the night from either
grocery store he visits. He said some
nights he also has to visit the local
Mexican grocery stores for his more
selective spices.

9 A.M.
Most of Pop’s Street Eats’ planned events begin at 9 a.m. Pop
is typically on-site prepping for the day and communicating with
event planners. Today, he’s at the Harley Davidson showcase in
Bowling Green.

10:42 P.M.
The food truck arrives downtown outside Dublin’s Irish Pub,
only to find out the spot has been taken by another vehicle and
flatbed trailer. This is a common issue for food trucks, but not for
antsy bar-goers waiting for their dinner.
“Whosever’s truck this is, move it out of the fucking way,”
Jeremy Howard shouted, defending Pop and the truck.

1:30 P.M.
While enjoying the musical acts at the event, attendees line up

11:20 P.M.
Pop parks a few spaces away with help from an Uber driver,
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who he repays with chicken tacos. The noise of the grill starting
up and the smell of hot nacho cheese seems to form a gravitational
pull bringing customers to the truck. Chairs are set out on the
sidewalk for customers’ convenience although the truck is not fully
open for business yet.
11:32 P.M.
The grill is ready, the meat is sizzling, and patrons Anna Holman,
and Austin Beard, have received their meal. Holman has been
coming to Pop’s since the truck’s opening and said she has become
quite a “Pop’s connoisseur.” Holman started frequenting the food
truck when she lived at Midtown during the 2017-18 school year.
“Going to Pop’s was a nightly routine,” Holman said. “Every
weekend it was party, Pop’s, home, in that order.”
This devotion to Pop’s Street Eats was passed onto Beard, who is
now a fan of Pop’s as well. Beard was asked how he was enjoying
the food, and his only response was a wide-eyed nod.
“Stupid good,” he said.
11:45 P.M.
Pop has many volunteers from the community that come and
help on the truck throughout the night. One of the volunteers who
serves as a bodyguard arrives at this time and watches over Pop
and the truck, in case any misdemeanors occur. Pop said he once
had his tip jar stolen.
11:58 P.M.
Due to the unavailability of parking, the lights to the truck are
flipped on slightly later than usual. He has been serving the eager
street’rs up to that point before officially opening. The generator
begins to roar, the pre-chopped veggies are restocked and pickle
jar opened, more meat is put on the grill and the cooler is restocked
for the next wave of customers. Howard departs, leaving Pop with
yet another satisfied customer.
12:05 A.M.
In passing, a returning Pop’s customer, Gail, begins randomly
singing and dancing in front of the speakers on the back of the
truck. Pop introduces her because he has seen her energetic
dancing around the truck before.
“Let me tell you, this truck — is awesome,” Gail said. “But, it’s
the music that brings people together. It has feeling, and people
love that.”
Pop changed the station on his music player from Adele to ‘50s
music because he said it is the young people’s favorite.
12:15 A.M.
Three young adults pass while “Sittin’ on the Dock of the Bay”

by Otis Redding blared from the speakers. They dance and grin
while walking from one bar to the next.
12:18 A.M.
Few customers approach the truck during this time but Pop
manipulates the music to entertain and recruit more customers.
“From one to two, we’ll rock this block,” Pop said.
12:35 A.M.
Customers approach Pop with new stories to tell about changes in
their lives. Pop sits and eagerly listens to the long-time customers,
the newbies, and their life events, whether they be comedic or on
the more emotional side.
1 A.M.
The line at the window grows with famished bar-goers getting
their meal of the night. Pop delivers on the promise of rocking the
block, playing Jimmy Buffett among other classics that lure in the
dwindling bar crowds.
1:38 A.M.
Customers still line up at the truck’s window. In between these
groups, more meat is put on the grill, another oversized bag of
tortilla chips is opened, more paper towels are put out for the overloaded pork nachos, and the music remains at high-intensity.
2:15 A.M.
Another voluntary bodyguard continues to watch over the truck
as workers from late-night bars stop by for their dinner that will
sustain them on their drive home. Lids are popped onto containers.
Paper plates and silverware are restocked. The grill cools. Finally,
the freshly-made pork is packed up to be used within the next
three days.
2:30 A.M.
The roar of the generator is cut off with the lights, and the expired
pork leftovers from nights before are tossed. Bags of chips are
rolled up, waiting for the customers of tomorrow, and the pickle
jar is sealed. Pop collects the chairs from the sidewalk and straps
them to the trailer, along with any other loose content that could
fly at every street bump.
2:40 A.M.
Pop puts the truck in drive and heads home with the darkened
trailer attached to the tailgate, ready to be up in four hours for the
next day of business.
“It’s really become a lifestyle, and I completely love it,” Pop said.
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A customer picks up his tacos from Pop’s Food Truck
outside Dublin’s Irish Pub. The truck is a staple in
downtown Bowling Green on late weekend nights.
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ABOVE: Yakima, Wash., senior Haley Braxton carries the ball
downfield in a match against the University of Tennessee at the
Hattie L. Preston Intramural Sports Complex on Saturday, Oct. 20.
The Volunteers beat the Hilltoppers 29-20.
NEXT PAGE: Glasgow junior Lee Wright stretches before the women’s rugby match against University of Tennessee at the Preston
Complex on Saturday, Oct. 20. ght stretches before the women’s
rugby match against the University of Tennessee at the Hattie L.
Preston Intramural Sports Complex on Saturday, Oct. 20.
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Beauty

POWER
IN

story by GRIFFIN FLETCHER photos by CHRIS KOHLEY

As the mid-evening sky dimmed black, a number of women were
at the Hattie L. Preston Intramural Sports Complex on South
Campus. Grass stains inked deep into worn fabric and sweat
beaded along the women’s foreheads as their hands lurched
forward to clutch their knees. Repeatedly, the women threw
themselves into a thin, blue blocking pad, stood up, then lowered
themselves again to the still, damp earth to complete pushups. A
steady flow of 2000’s hip-hop music pumped from nearby speakers as the women gasped and drew breath.
Founded at WKU in 1996, the WKU Women’s Rugby Club provides players the opportunity to compete and
grow together as athletes and members of a community. Member and Louisville sophomore Fiona Wasson said
rugby is often seen as violent or barbaric, but she believes
the sport is more sophisticated than people might expect.
“A lot of people just think it’s war,” Wasson said. “But it’s strategic. It’s strategic tackles. You’re not just tackling people and
making them hurt.”
Though Wasson just started playing rugby last fall, her family
has a history with the sport, as her uncle played rugby in England
for years, where both of Wasson’s parents were born and the
modern game of rugby originated. Wasson said she sought out
the women’s club at WKU after reflecting on the influence rugby
has had on her family.
“It’s not just a sport,” Wasson said. “It’s a culture.”
Wasson said she believes woman rugby players are sometimes
stigmatized as primarily “butch lesbians” — lesbian women
who prefer to look and dress in a traditionally masculine fashion.
However, Wasson said rugby attracts not only women from the
LGBTQ community, but also women of all races and shapes and
sizes.
Though Wasson said many women’s rugby clubs are LGBTQ-inclusive, that does not mean woman rugby players, especially
those who are aß part of WKU’s club, all identify as members of
the LGBTQ community.
“We’re very LGBTQ-friendly, and that’s why we get that look,”
Wasson said. “It doesn’t mean that we look for that. I would like
anybody on the team as long as you’re open-hearted and you’re
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accepting of everybody. That’s the biggest thing that we push.”
Spokane, Washington, senior Haley Braxton, the club’s head
captain, transferred to WKU at the beginning of the fall 2017 semester from Chabot College in Hayward, California. After playing the sport for years in California, Braxton said she came to
WKU with rugby in mind. She said rugby is special for its appeal
to all kinds of people.
“It’s the sport for anyone and everyone,” Braxton said. “I mean
— big, small, fast, slow — it does not matter what you look like.
You can play rugby. It’s truly one of the most inclusive organizations I’ve ever been a part of.”
Braxton said rugby has helped her break physical and social
barriers. She said she has become more outgoing and willing to
express herself since joining the sport.
“Maybe, like, six years ago, I was not who I am today,” Braxton said. “I definitely think rugby has helped shape me into that
person.”
April Schleig, the founder and current president of the club’s
alumni association, played with the club as a student from 1997
to 2000, then served as faculty adviser from early 2009 to mid2018. Schleig said the club has always centered itself around being accepting of everyone.
“We were never there to judge anyone,” Schleig said. “We’re
like a big family.”
Schleig said she believes participants in the WKU women’s
rugby tradition, past and present, are connected through the
sport’s intense physicality and supportive nature. She said rugby
demands cohesion among teammates at all times.
“You’re really putting your body on the line for each other,”
Schleig said. “Rugby really focuses on community and being part
of something.”
For anyone who might be unsure of where or how to fit in,
Schleig said she believes rugby is a great place to start.
“We’re here to love and support, and the only thing we’re looking for is dedication to the team and our values,” Schleig said.
“We’re a great place to belong.”

White House, Tennessee, sophomore Dana Griffith joined the club
at the beginning of the fall 2018 semester. Griffith, who identifies as a
lesbian, said she was immediately drawn to the club for its welcoming
nature.
“We’ve got some of everything on the team,” Griffith said. “Come as
you are, and they’ll take you for who you are.”
As someone who has participated in sports like soccer, softball and
karate for over a decade, Griffith said she enjoys the physicality of rugby.
Griffith said she believes the women of WKU’s club are well-acclimated
to its demands.
“It’s a contact sport,” Griffith said. “Me being in karate, I love hitting
people. We’re a tough bunch.”
Griffith attended Volunteer State Community College in Gallatin, Tennessee, before transferring to WKU for the fall 2018 semester. She said
the women’s rugby club has helped her acclimate quickly to what was
once an unfamiliar university. Griffith said
teammate Lee Wright made the transition
particularly seamless.
“She’s just awesome,” Griffith said about
Wright. “She’s pretty quiet, but once you get
to know her, she’s like, ‘Yeet.’”
Wright, a Glasgow junior, identifies as queer
and said she partly joined the club because of
its appeal to diverse groups of people.
“It’s not just one kind of person that plays
rugby,” Wright said. “There’s people from all
over the spectrum.”
Wright said she believes rugby is progressive for its ability to empower
women to embrace an aggressive and stereotypically less-than-feminine
side. During her first practice with the team, Wright said she felt strong,
tackling others and standing back up after being tackled herself.
“I liked that feeling of getting back in touch with some kind of, I guess,
aggressive side,” Wright said. “After you go through puberty, it’s like
you’re not supposed to do that anymore.”
Now a second-year member of the club, Wright said she’s more confident in her strength and ability to take a hit than ever before. In fact, she
said she finds it funny when people apologize for accidentally bumping
into her while walking to class.
“You’re treated like you’re just this fragile little thing, and I just walk
around knowing what I’m capable of physically,” Wright said. “That’s

really freeing and empowering, for me, knowing that I can tackle somebody. I can take a tackle and get right back up and keep fighting.”
Though she acknowledges women are sometimes stereotyped as incapable of handling themselves physically, Wright said she believes the
women’s club confronts that misconception head-on. The sport is not
only demanding in terms of strength and stamina but also often dangerous when not practiced properly, Wright said, which she believes makes
rugby gender-defying.
“It’s just accepting that there’s more than one way to be a person,”
Wright said. “I’m a girl — that’s what the world wants to call me — but
I don’t have to be a certain way to be a girl.”
Wright, who has an anxiety disorder, said rugby functions as her stress
relief. She said nothing else invigorates her like running and rucking —
the rugby equivalent to tackling in football — alongside her teammates.
“I have anxiety, so I’m usually worrying or nervous even before practice and especially before a game,” Wright
said. “But once we begin working together,
I feel myself open up, and when the adrenaline rushes through me, there are no more
worries. Nothing really exists other than the
game at that point.”
Since joining the women’s club and spending more time with its members, people
Wright describes as “unapologetically
themselves,” she said she’s grown more
comfortable with being herself, whomever
that might be.
“When you’re in rugby together, you’re spending your time in practice together,” Wright said. “You’re playing games together, bleeding for
each other. We’re all a family.”
Wright said she encourages other women to welcome the sides of
themselves that aren’t so pretty — to find beauty in power and pleasure
in pain, no matter the source.
“Even if they don’t want to join or aren’t interested, know that you’re
just as capable,” Wright said. “Know that you can be just as tough, just
as strong, and don’t let anyone discourage you from that.”
Wright said the WKU Women’s Rugby Club is alive and moving, and
she plans to help keep it that way.
“For a lot of people, they don’t know about us,” Wright said.
“We’re here. We’re strong.”

“I don’t have to
be a certain way
to be a girl.”
- Lee Wright
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TOP: Louisville sophomore Fiona
Wasson is caught in the middle of a
scrum in a match against the University
of Tennessee at the Preston Complex on
Oct. 20.
BOTTOM: Club president Jarie Newby
(from left), Louisville senior and vice
president Tiyé Gardner and Walton
junior Tessa Chevalier react as they fire
up the grill to cook dinner. The team
sets aside one day a week to meet
outside of practice to review film, go
over housekeeping rules and bond by
cooking dinner together.
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The

mixed experience
story by ZORA GORDON photos by MANZAR RZAYEVA

When Bowling Green sophomore Zora Gordon was younger she wanted to be
frizz and tangle free, fearing judgment from others. Now she is carefree, proud
of her hair, and proud of her identity.
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The conflict with curls and hatred of hair weighed heavy
on Gordon in high school. A snapped hair tie would
change the relationship with her hair for good.

G

rowing up, I hated my hair. I am half black and half white, so
I have curly hair. I wanted it to be stick straight, without frizz
or tangles. I wanted to be able to brush it out when it was dry
like all the girls with straight hair. I wanted to be able to swim and have
sleepovers without worrying about the consequences of the chlorine and
lack of leave-in conditioner. In high school, I wore my hair in a plain braid
every single day. I did not like how it looked, but it was more comfortable
for me than wearing my hair down.
When my hair tie broke one day during my junior year of high school,
I tried desperately to find a new one or tie the elastic back together to
no avail. I had to wear my hair down for the first time since elementary
school. To my surprise, people complimented it. My relationship with my
hair has always been complicated. When I began to see my hair through
the perspective of others, my relationship with my hair began to change.
In the following year, I began to wear my hair down more often, but
I still tried to tame my curls. I tried different products that promised to

get rid of the frizz or control my curls, but my hair could not be tamed.
I began to love my curls for the mess they are. I now realize my hair will
never be perfectly straight. My hair does not contort to perfect spirals, I
have frizz and brushing my hair when it’s dry creates a mess.
According to a U.S. Census Bureau news release, the 2010 U.S. Census
found that the U.S. population of multiracial people grew at a rate of 32
percent from 2000 to 2010, compared to a 9.2 percent growth of those
reporting a single race. According to the news release, the year 2000 was
the first time in U.S. history that the census allowed people to identify
as multiracial. With a growing multiracial population, it is important to
recognize the complexities of multiracial identity. Multiracial people may
feel as though they are being pulled in the different directions of their
race. This dichotomy can be found in their interests, relationships or
social groups and even in their hairstyles. There is no mold or path that
fits perfectly — there is only who they are.
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This may feel freeing at times, but there may also be a sense of isolation
that can make them question if they need to change who they are in order
to better fit in with a specific group. For me, it was easier if I omitted the
black side of my heritage because I was not “black enough.”
People often assume I am white, and if I tell them I am mixed, they
say, “Well, you don’t act black,” as if they’re experts on my background,
my family and my ethnicity. I think it’s easier for people to comprehend
what my ethnicity is if they try to put me in one category, either “white”
or “black.” Throughout my adolescence, I ignored the fact that I was
mixed to make others more at ease, but omitting one side of my racial
background made me feel uneasy and guilty.
Oak Grove freshman Veronica Pierre has felt similar unease when
trying to navigate between the black and white sides of her family.
She recalls visiting her black father’s side of the family and feeling out
of place.
“The black side of my family is very loud, whereas I am pretty quiet,”
she said. “I feel like there are times where I am breaking the rules by not
picking a side. I never know how much of each side to go with.”
Many people forget that before 1967, interracial marriage was not only
frowned upon, but also illegal in many places — including Kentucky,

where interracial marriage was illegal until the Supreme Court case
Loving v. Virginia. Our generation is among the first to experience a
time with such a large multiracial population. Though there is a larger
number of multiracial people in the U.S., many multiracial people still
fear judgment.
La Grange senior Courtney Walters recalls being anxious when she
met a past boyfriend’s white family for the first time. Walters’ mother
is black and her father is white. She worried about what opinions or
misconceptions the boy’s parents might have because of her race.
“Everything went well and they really liked me, but the fact that it
made me worried was strange,” she said. “I had never thought about it
until I had that experience.”
After going through the experience, Walters said she has become more
confident in who she is and has become less dependent on others for
acceptance.
For multiracial people, once they find a place where they know who
they are, they can use their diverse experiences to create a bridge for
people to come together.
Bowling Green resident Brenden Lewis, who uses the stage name
“Lewie,” does this through rap.

Oak Grove freshman Veronica Pierre says she feels out of place visiting her black father’s side of the family. Finding an identity is an
unnerving experience, one that mixed-race people like Pierre find even more difficult.
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With a black father and white mother, Pierre navigates between the two halves of her life to find herself. “I never know how much
of each side to go with,” Pierre said.

Lewis was raised in Owensboro by his white mother’s side of the family.
His black father died at an early age, so he has had little interaction with
that side of his family. However, he was able to experience both white
and black family interactions, because his grandfather, who is also black,
stepped in as a father figure to help raise him.
While on vacation in Florida several years ago and walking around
a predominantly white upper-class neighborhood, Lewis noticed no
one was outside. He then realized a couple had been watching him the
entire time. They locked their car doors as he walked by. Soon after, the
police arrived and questioned him about his motives for being in the
neighborhood and escorted him home. One way Lewis relates to the
black rappers he collaborates with is through his experience with racial
profiling.
“I am able to collaborate with both black and white rappers because
I share common experiences with both,” Lewis said, “I also am able to
reach a broader audience and maybe introduce them to a new perspective
they had not previously thought of before though my lyrics.”
Finding who you are is a lifelong struggle. In many situations, I feel
confident in who I am and how I present myself. However, even today, I

still struggle with who I am in situations where I feel out of place. Every
time I visit my black family for holidays, I feel like I revert back to the
girl who is afraid to wear her hair down. I feel out of place. Above the
fireplace is a family picture from several years ago. I stand out from
my family like a sore thumb, with my light complexion set against their
darker ones.
Though I have not faced all the same obstacles my black family has
because people often don’t know I’m mixed, I am able to see how it
affects them and how they react, which helps me understand their
experience.
Because the growing multiracial population in the U.S. is a fairly recent
phenomenon, not many people talk about the “mixed experience,” and
growing up, my family didn’t know mixed people I could relate to and
learn from. I had to learn from my own experiences and come to terms
with my mixed identity with help from my other young mixed friends.
Like me, my mixed friends grew up feeling like they didn’t fit in with
black or white people fully. Through forming a sense of community with
them, I am better able to embrace who I am.
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Bonfire
poem by MORGAN HORNSBY
photo by JED CHRISTOPH

Here there is no possibility for divinity, only embers
that float to green skies and dissolve with a palpable warmth, a radiant insignificance
We wrap ourselves around it anyway, feet heavy
with Kentucky soil, arms busy nurturing flames
with lighter fluid and leftover rum ‘til the last piece
of wood turns to black
We are each quietly bursting with the desire to be
good, to do more and be more than we are in this
blotch of land, this speck of time
I wonder how tightly, then, are we allowed to cling
to this moment? How much of it can our bodies
hold, how tight an embrace can we afford to give
one another?
Damn the weddings and the funerals, damn the
births and the first jobs and the new cities. Maybe
I would trade it all for this aching, this longing, this
feeling before things happen. Let us live in this, the
cusp of everything, while the wood burns to ash,
while our lungs fill with smoke. Let us fall asleep
with our limbs tangled and our stomachs sick with
wanting.
Let us wake up the same way

Poet’s statement: “I wrote this poem after my friend’s
birthday party while we sat around a bonfire and talked about where we would be in one year, five years,
10 years. We’re all at the point in college where we’re
getting in the thick of what we want to do, which is
beautiful to witness, but points to a time when we will
move from one another.”
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MIS•SPOK•EN
story by ADRIANNA WATERS photos by CHLOE COOPER

Waters joined the speech and debate team in sixth grade, following in her brother’s
footsteps, although he wasn’t the reason why she continued to participate in high
school. “I enjoyed being able to express my thoughts or opinions through speeches,
and the skills I learned through speech have helped me so much,” Waters said.
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“

I sat at my desk in Ms. Delaney’s first-grade classroom, eagerly
listening to her describe the different sounds associated with the
alphabet. I drew curves over the short vowel sounds and dashes
over the long ones. I sounded out combinations of “C” and “H” or
“C” and “K.” I waited patiently when my teacher took extra time to
explain these concepts to my fellow classmates. I was good at these
lessons. I understood which letters made which sounds.
I just didn’t understand how to make those sounds myself.
In elementary school, I participated in two types of phonics
lessons: classroom discussions on what different letters sounded
like and speech therapy sessions, in which I learned how to
pronounce those sounds. One was easy for me. The other was not.
My speech therapist, Ms. Fountain, would hold up index cards
with different sounds written on them. Most of them contained
the letter “R.” She pronounced the sound slowly, and I’d watch her
mouth, trying to imagine my own doing the same. Then it was my
turn, and I’d attempt to mimic her lips, positive that with enough
concentration, I could get it right.
I usually didn’t get it right. Ms. Fountain would repeat the sound,
and I would try again, often without success.
During the lessons, I encountered one of the largest ironies of my
life: I excelled in the classwork most of my peers found difficult but
failed in the basic pronunciations that were natural for everyone
except me.
In third grade, the speech therapy classes suddenly stopped.
I never saw Ms. Fountain again. I was confused why she didn’t
throw a party for me like she did for the other students who had
“graduated” from speech therapy. I assumed my sessions stopped
because I was cured, that the numerous classes I was pulled out of
for therapy had finally fixed my voice.
In sixth grade, I realized that was not the case.
I joined the forensics team (also known as speech and debate)
at my school because my older brother excelled in it, and I had
always followed in his footsteps. During countless practices, my
coaches said my enunciation was poor. They told me to slow down
and focus. No matter how much I practiced, some sounds didn’t
come out correctly. In an offhand comment, my coaches brought up
my speech impediment, and I was shocked. I thought I was cured.
I realized my elementary speech therapy classes didn’t end
because I’d finally learned how to talk like everyone else. They
ended for some other unknown reason. Maybe it was budget cuts.
Maybe it was scheduling. Or, maybe, Ms. Fountain decided that my
case was hopeless.
I never learned why Ms. Fountain disappeared. I only learned that
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my speech impediment did not.
After a year on the forensics team, though, my enunciation
improved. My coaches continued to point out my mistakes, but
I believed it was only because enunciation had to be as perfect
as possible. I thought my speech impediment was unnoticeable in
casual conversations.
I was mistaken.
“Are you from New Jersey?” one of my classmates asked me in
seventh grade.
He assumed I had an accent and would always say “New Jersey”
in what he determined to be a New Jersey accent, and, evidently,
my voice. He wasn’t being mean — after all, 2012 was the height of
hit MTV reality show “Jersey Shore” — and I imagine he thought
the comparison was either funny or clever. Rumors of my so-called
New Jersey accent spread to other classmates. I went along with
it and sarcastically told people I was indeed from New Jersey. I
pretended to be equally amused when people asked if I was
Snooki’s cousin.
I never told any of them the reason my voice sounded different
was not because of an accent.
Admitting I had a speech impediment would be admitting the
speech therapy classes I’d endured for years were a waste of time.
It’d be admitting I was different — a fact I tried desperately to
avoid in middle school. I didn’t want my identity to be associated
with a voice that sounded more like a child’s than a teenager’s. I
didn’t want people to know that even at the age of 13, I failed to
correctly pronounce difficult “R” sounds, making it difficult to say
words like “error” or “barrel.”
I didn’t want to admit to myself that my speech impediment was
still there.
In eighth grade, I experienced a shift in the way I participated in
forensics. For the first two years, I’d competed in events that didn’t
really fit me. I enjoyed those events, but I didn’t do well in them,
and I always felt there was something missing.
When I switched from acting events to speaking events, I felt
a connection, and with this connection came dedication. The
emphasis on enunciation elevated. I practiced more than I had my
previous years, and this did wonders for my voice. At the end of
middle school, I assumed this switch fixed my speech impediment.
I thought forensics had done what my speech therapy classes had
failed to do.
It didn’t.

“

I joined the high school forensics team, comforted by the fact that my
brother was a senior while I was a freshman. During a forensics summer
camp, my brother mentioned my new coaches had talked about my
speech impediment.
“Did you tell them about it?” I asked him, embarrassed.
“No,” he said.
“Then how did they know I have a speech impediment?” I asked.
“They could probably just tell, Adrianna,” he said as if it should have
been obvious.
For the second time, I joined the forensics team and gave off the
immediate impression that my speech was impaired. I was ironic: a girl
who could not speak properly giving speeches. I was determined to
stamp the impediment out of me through rehearsal and maturity.
With determination, I developed a love for forensics that exceeded what
I felt in middle school. I became more up-to-date with current events and
grew passionate about the speeches I gave in Extemporaneous Speaking,
a limited preparation event in which I answered questions about politics.
In Impromptu Speaking, I analyzed and gave speeches about quotations
with little preparation. I enjoyed writing and performing my own
speeches in Original Oratory.
The more involved I became, the more forensics became a part of my
identity, and I wasn’t going to let my speech impediment ruin something
that had become engrained so deeply in me. I practiced nearly every day,
and with the constant speaking, my enunciation improved. People made
fewer comments about my speech being difficult to understand. I started
to place at every tournament. I assumed my success was evidence that
my impediment was behind me.
Once again, I was wrong.
At the beginning of my junior year of high school, I needed teacher
recommendations for my Governor’s Scholar Program application. One
of my teachers wrote that it was surprising I spoke up in class so much
considering I had a speech impediment. This struck me because I never
mentioned my speech impediment, and I didn’t talk much in class.
Evidently, it only took a few sentences to reveal my errors.
Though I was on the forensics team and thought I was getting better, it
was still so painfully obvious that I couldn’t talk. It seemed like the same
story was repeating itself. My speech impediment was like this pesky
gnat that followed me around, and just when I thought I had gotten rid of
it for sure, it popped up in the most agonizing ways.
The accent debacle from seventh grade repeated itself. People
constantly asked me where I was born. They assumed I was from Boston,
New York, New Jersey, Wisconsin or even England. I told them I was born
in Kentucky and left the conversation at that.
During my final two years of high school, I was a co-captain of my
forensics team. I became more serious, more competitive.
It became more imperative to be understood. My coaches gave me
several pieces of advice: to look at my face in the mirror, to record and
listen to myself and to practice while speaking staccato, which meant
pronouncing my words as shortly as possible. All of these practices were
supposed to cure my enunciation troubles because, as one particular
coach put it, it was all about “muscle memory.”

I didn’t know how to tell her the muscle memory in my mouth didn’t
work correctly, that it hadn’t worked since I failed at speech therapy
classes in elementary school and that my speech impediment wasn’t
going to disappear after rehearsal. But I didn’t know how to articulate
any of those things.
So I took her advice and practiced.
Forensics was an intense version of the speech therapy classes that
failed me in elementary school. My coaches were an upgrade from
the therapist who left me without a celebratory party. It didn’t cure my
speech impediment. Perhaps nothing will “cure” it, only make it better.
I’m OK with that now in a way I never used to be.
For years, I was convinced my speech impediment was a flashing
neon sign that pointed out my inadequacies. I believed it was the biggest
threat to my success. But the more I competed in forensics, the more
my confidence grew. My sophomore year of high school, I qualified for
one of the national tournaments. During my junior and senior years, I
placed at state competitions and attended the most competitive national
tournament in forensics. I even advanced to the top 12 in Impromptu
Speaking at this national tournament.
If I could succeed, despite my speech impediment, in a field that is
wholly dependent on speech, then my impediment wasn’t the reason for
any failures or setbacks I experienced. My speech impediment wasn’t a
gnat that wouldn’t go away. It was simply a part of me, like my brown
eyes and thick hair.
A girl with a speech impediment is not supposed to fall in love with
giving speeches. She’s supposed to be the one who fears public speaking
more than anyone else. But I didn’t become that girl. I learned to love
speaking, even if I analyzed quotations in a “cartoon voice” or discussed
the merits of elections with an unintentional “New Jersey accent.”
Forensics gave me the opportunity to speak about topics I was
passionate about. My sophomore year, I wrote a speech on mental
health. My junior year, I spoke about political strife. I prepared
evidence-backed answers to difficult questions about current events. I
became a part of a community that shaped who I am as a person. My
speech impediment didn’t stop me from achieving those activities, so I
wasn’t going to pretend it didn’t exist anymore.
Since graduating high school, my time as a member of the forensics
team has ended. I made the decision to focus my time on other areas
in college, such as academics and writing. But I will never forget how
forensics changed the way I view my speech impediment.
People still ask me where I grew up. They still assume I have an
accent of sorts because my voice doesn’t seem to “fit,” especially in
a southern state. I’ve stopped going along with it like I did in middle
school. I’ve started to find it funny as I’ve kept a list of all the places
people have thought I was from. I’ve started telling them that the
reason I sound different is because I have a speech impediment, and no
one has judged me for it.
Earlier this semester, a student told me I sounded like I was from
Australia.
“Huh, I haven’t heard that before,” I thought, and I added it to my list.
Perhaps one day I’ll be able to add the rest of the continents to my list.
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Florence sophomore Adrianna Waters started taking speech therapy classes around the time that she
entered kindergarten, and continued to take them until the third grade because she had difficulty
saying her “r” sounds. She would slow down and focus on the movements of her mouth in order to
form them. “My first memory of speech classes was the first time I got pulled out of class for them,”
Waters said. “I was pulled out in the middle of an assignment, and I remember that my teachers had to
finish the booklet for me since I was in therapy.”
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Jessica Barks grew up in a military home and around the age of 3 she began to carry this blanket around with her everywhere. Her mom
bought it while stationed in Japan. INSET: Barks points to a photo of her mother in the Marine Corp. (Photos by Dalton Puckett)

HOME BASE
story by PHI CHU photos by DALTON PUCKET & MAGGIE HAUN

The tornado had ravaged through the area, tearing roofs from houses
and limbs from trees.
Jessica Barks, then 25, emerged from the bathroom with her cat after
the chaos settled and took pictures of the scene. Tortured shingles and
wood scattered the earth. Many of the houses had been reduced to
debris piles, but hers was not destroyed. Her husband Jeffrey Barks, then
26, said the sky was as green as a fading bruise.
In August 2011, Hurricane Irene had spawned several tornadoes in
North Carolina before it made landfall, according to the National Weather
Service. Because Barks’ husband served in the Marine Corps, they lived
in a military housing area there at the time. Her husband has since retired
from the Marine Corps. Barks is now a freshman at WKU.
The displaced families were placed in other available units. Because
they were military families, they were used to being displaced. The
houses in which they resided were temporary vessels for homes, but the
items inside held more significance and sentimental value.
“You get upset because it ruins all the things you’ve collected on your
journey, and now you have to start over,” Barks said.
Eventually, the families are assigned to another base or post often
hundreds or thousands of miles away. They never stay in one place for
too long. Home for them is not always where they were born or where
they have lived the longest.

international diplomacy.
“I’ve seen a lot of America, and I love it,” he said. “I can’t call any city,
state or even — fully — country my home, my place.”
Davis said that it wasn’t due to luck that he has been well-traveled.
“It’s definitely a privilege,” he said. “It’s not like I did anything to
be able to see these places. It’s something that I got because my dad
happened to be in these positions.”
Yet because these families have no choice on where they move, they
sometimes have to tear themselves away from places they grow to love.
Fort Campbell sophomore Sara Rendon, whose father was an Army
Ranger, believed she was going to graduate high school in California,
where she had most of her family and friends. She had leave California
during her freshman year of high school. Even though she wasn’t born
there, she still thinks of it as her home.
“When I’m there, I feel like myself,” she said.
Rendon said the move from California to Kentucky was “terrible.”
Because she is of Hispanic descent, she felt comfortable in the wide
cultural diversity of Pico Rivera, as opposed to the lack of diversity in
Fort Campbell, which was majority white, she said.
Lever and her family also had initial doubts about Kentucky when they
found out they would be leaving Washington.
“We all just started bawling our eyes out,” she said.
They thought they were moving to one of the most “country” states in
the U.S., Lever said.
“We just weren’t familiar with the South at all, so it was really
something we had to get used to,” she said.
But during her time at WKU, Lever has grown to love Kentucky.
Currently enrolled in her fourth year, Lever says this is the longest she’s
ever stayed somewhere consecutively, which has allowed her to build
relationships with the same group of friends.
“It’s so weird,” she said. “I never thought I would call it home now.”

“WHERE ARE YOU FROM?”
Fort Campbell senior Alli Lever, whose father served in the Armor
Branch of the U.S. Army, counted her movements between states and
countries aloud, working slowly through the exact order. She has lived in
Germany, Washington, Colorado, California, Kentucky and Texas.
People who have at least one parent who served in the military are
commonly referred to as “military brats,” and were subject to the
military’s location assignments, meaning that they would relocate to
different places several times during their lives.
“Both of my parents are terrified of flying,” Lever said. “We drove
everywhere when we were moving.”
With the family dogs, her siblings and her parents in the same car,
Lever’s family drove throughout the country. Though it was hectic, Lever
said she enjoyed the chaos of the moves, discovering new towns and
looking at what to expect for the next few years.
Junior Mason Davis was born in Germany and has lived in many states
in the U.S., including Virginia, Alaska, Washington, Pennsylvania and
Georgia. His father began serving in the U.S. Army, and now works in

BONDS MADE
Rendon dreaded the prospect of having to make new friends wherever
she went. She struggled to find people with whom she felt a sense
of belonging. In schools where kids had known each other since
kindergarten, Rendon couldn’t relate and felt like they never understood
why she moved so much.
“I didn’t really like school a lot,” she said. “I liked learning, but I just
didn’t like having to move so much and having to meet new teachers all
the time and meet new people all the time.”
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Lever researched places she was moving to in order to better fit in, but
wished she did not have to always feel like a “chameleon.”
“That was probably the hardest part for me — not feeling like I belong
as much,” she said.
Yet even with the friends military brats make, it is not without a
looming date in the distance when they will have to say goodbye.
Lever recalled instances when she would become too nervous to
accept an offer to go out with friends.
“I didn’t want to have to get too close with them and also have to
leave,” she said.
For a while, Rendon thought she didn’t need to put effort into making
friends.
“I’m just gonna be here for two years, why should I make friends?”
Rendon recalled thinking. Time eventually transformed that sentiment.
“I value my time much more with people and places,” Rendon said,
noting she now chooses her friends carefully. “When you live in a place
for such a short amount of time, you have to do everything you can to
make it memorable.”
Davis said it’s important to be open to new people and perspectives
because he believes a great portion of what makes people who they are
is influenced by who enters and leaves their lives.
“It just opens your eyes, and I have appreciated that from the regions
I’ve lived in,” Davis said. “The social environment of Washington state
and Georgia could not be more different.”
When Lever went to high school in Texas, she was part of the white
minority. She loved it. She could see Mexico from the border. Cultures
blended together.
“Everyone was just so friendly and a lot of people spoke Spanish
there,” Lever said. “The teachers would have to speak Spanish to some
of the students just because they couldn’t understand English. It was
really cool to have to have that experience. I don’t think a lot of people
get that, especially in high school.”
Lever said even though she may have been a little resentful of her
upbringing at first, she has grown to see that it was what made her who
she is today.
“I’ve seen the world, unlike a lot of the people that have lived in the
same small town their whole lives,” she said.
Seeing the world did not come without a price, though. A consequence
of having a family member in the military is that in the military, service
members die even at home, or return injured or never the same again.
During fourth grade, Davis remembers a friend whose father had been
paralyzed. He recalls her crying, but did not understand why she was
crying so much because other families they knew have actually lost
loved ones. Davis later learned during the time he himself had spent in
Alaska that the men deployed alongside that paralyzed father had died,
and the two or three who survived had all killed themselves.
Additionally, the parent’s long and sometimes sudden absences could
cause friction in the family.
When she was young, Rendon’s father would often miss holidays,
birthdays and other special occasions.
“It was difficult because he was gone so much,” Rendon said. “We just
didn’t have anything we could relate on.”
Rendon said she knows the issues that arose between them in the
past were not his fault. She believes the army made him stubborn and
emotionally resilient.
“I never hated my dad for his job,” she said.

In her senior year of high school, Rendon came to realize how much she
should cherish her family when a friend’s father, who served in the army,
died of cancer. The friend talked about what she wished she could have
done or said to him before he died.
Rendon said she cherishes her family so much more now after realizing
that some of her friends have lost loved ones serving in the military.
“I make it a point to say ‘I love you,’” Rendon said. “It’s always
necessary.”
THE ROAD AHEAD
When homes on the coast were threatened during hurricane season,
Barks saw entire communities come together. People made sandbags and
boarded windows. Bulldozers created makeshift levees on the beach.
When the winds tore at the earth, the people hid from the sky.
Even if the storms had destroyed her house, Barks said she still would
have a home with her husband.
“Home was really the company we kept rather than an actual place,”
she said.
Barks also carries home with her in different objects. When she was
about 7, she lived with her parents for four years in Okinawa, Japan,
because her father was stationed there with the Marine Corps. Her
mother bought her a light blue blanket with a mermaid on it.
“The mermaid is almost nonexistent on it now because it’s been
washed and used so many times,” she said.
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Fort Campbell senior Alli Lever collects license plates from all the places she has lived. A few
were lost during the moves, but she said she feels connected to the plates she still has. “I was
a chameleon in a way, because I was just trying to adapt to (the moving) and the new places,”
Lever said. “Keeping the license plates is a way to remember.”
(Photo by Maggie Haun)

Barks still sleeps with it every night.
“My mom said that it was the best $20 she’d ever spent because it
lasted over 20 years,” Barks said.
Her daughter, 7, and her son, 2, also have their own favorite blankets.
“Our son, it’s a requirement that wherever he goes, he has his blanket
with him,” Barks said. “And our daughter, she walks around the house
wrapped in hers.”
Because of her experiences with moving around, Barks would like to
teach her children that change is OK and overcoming adversity provides
beneficial lessons.
“If I found out tomorrow that I lost my job, it’s not the end of the
world,” she said. “The world still goes on.”
Though they are settled now and her husband is retired, they would like
to move elsewhere to find jobs once she graduates.
Rendon, whose boyfriend is in the army, knows she would have to
continue moving around when they get married. It’s a different kind of
long-distance relationship.
“We usually don’t know how long apart our time away from each other

will be,” she said. “We can also have plans to see each other, but then
they get canceled because he has to go to training and all.”
Though she personally would like to settle somewhere, she understands
both their goals and careers are important. Rendon would sometimes
talk to her mother about difficulties in the relationship because her
mother has been in the same situation.
For her future family, Rendon wants to aid her children with their social
skills because those were what she struggled with while living on the
move.
“I like to think that I’m a well-rounded person,” she said. “I want my
kids to be that way too. Moving around does suck, but meeting all these
really cool people is going to positively affect them later on.”
Lever also said meeting people from all walks of life is what she values
most. Though she does want to experience city life in the future, Lever is
unsure if she could ever settle down.
“The concept of that is just beyond me,” she said. “I don’t know if I’d
want that for my kids. I want them to get a chance to see the world. It’s
a very valuable thing to have.”
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Sydney Clark from Frankfort is in the process of getting her master’s degree in public health
at WKU. While in school, Sydney said she has to educate and advocate about blindness. “I still
have issues that I had last year that haven’t been resolved yet,” Sydney said. “I wish I could go
to school without having to do all this stuff, but I chose to stay in school. Also, its not just a
school thing which is sort of daunting.”

RER UTED
story by CATRINA COOKSEY photos by ALEX BAUMGARTEN illustrations by JB CARTER

SYDNEY CLARK AND AUSTIN CLARK
Due to a genetic mutation passed on from their mother,
Frankfort brother and sister, Austin and Sydney Clark, were both
born blind. Austin graduated from WKU in 2015 with a finance
degree and then again in August 2018 with a Master of Business
Administration. Sydney is currently pursuing a master’s degree
in public health. Both of them have their own ways of navigating
and adapting to the world around them.
Sydney said she comes to campus at the beginning of every
semester with their older brother who isn’t blind to map out her
route. Using Jody Richards Hall as their starting point, they take
their time to figure out what works best for her.
“If it’s too difficult, we start over,” she said. “After the first run
through, my brother lets me find my own way.”
She said this method with her brother and her guide dog make
it easier for her to get around.
Sydney earned her undergraduate degree in public health at the
University of Kentucky where she said navigation was easier. She
said the way buildings like the Downing Student Union and the
Academic Complex are arranged can get confusing for her.
“There are so many different pathways,” she said. “If I
accidentally take one wrong path it completely throws me off.”
Sydney said in past daily routes, she has noticed that some
of the braille signs over rooms on campus were incorrect. She
reported it to the Student Accessibility Resource Center and the
office is currently working on fixing the issue.
Austin said before he graduated, he also came to campus
before classes started each semester with someone who wasn’t
blind to map out his route around campus. Along the way, he
took note of landmarks that reminded him where he was.
He said he would use things like low-lying branches and groups
of steps to identify where he was on campus.
Austin said while no place is perfectly accessible for him, he
did notice WKU has an issue with communication. He said he
thinks everyone needs to get on the same page when it comes
to accessibility. He said whenever a problem would arise, it
would have to go through multiple people before getting a
straightforward solution.
“[When] one person goes to another person and then that
person goes to another person, things get skewed,” he said.
“Something simple becomes something very complicated.”
BLAKE PERKINS
In the summer of 2011, Blake Perkins was involved in a
motorcycle accident that left him paralyzed. He returned to WKU
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as a senior the following year to complete his undergraduate
degree in exercise science. He is now working on getting his
doctorate degree in physical therapy.
His current classes are held in the Medical Center, but he
said it was challenging for him to get around when he was an
undergraduate student at WKU.
“That hill gets steep when you’re walking,” he said. “It gets
really steep when you’re pushing a chair.”
Perkins lived in Pearce-Ford Tower before it was converted to
a female residence hall in 2013. He said trying to make his way
from there to his classes was especially difficult. He would make
his way to the Preston Center and then have to figure out how to
get through the middle of campus.
“It was horrible,” he said. “There are a lot of areas that you’ll
go (from) pavement to just steps.”
He later moved to Northeast Hall, which he said made things
much easier for him. Instead of having to navigate through the
middle of the Hill, he said he was able to push himself straight up
Normal Street to class.
Perkins said although he was too stubborn to use it himself, the
Student Accessibility Resource Center provides students with a
detailed map of paved areas and pathways that make it easier for
people like him to navigate the Hill.
SHEILA FLENER
Sheila Flener has been an Interior Design instructor at WKU
since 2004. Four years after she began teaching at WKU, she was
forced to rely on a cane to walk after a defect in her hip began
to inhibit the way she walked. She said if campus were more
accessible she would attend sporting events, pottery and print
sales, and art galleries hosted by the art department at WKU.
“I tend to not get involved in as many things as I want to on
campus because it’s so hard to navigate,” she said. “It’s not very
disability friendly.”
Her office is conveniently located in the Academic Complex,
only a few feet away from handicapped parking and an accessible
ramp. However, Flener said she still has trouble getting around
when attending staff meetings and other faculty obligations. She
said a lot of her meetings are in the Wetherby Administration
Building where handicapped parking is limited.
Ramps leading up to Wetherby are tilted to the side, which
makes it harder for a person like Flener to navigate. She said she
fears she will fall on campus one day. When traveling to Wetherby
for the first time, she said the tilted ramps didn’t ease her mind.
“Ramps aren’t supposed to be like that,” she said. “They’re
supposed to be flat. It felt like I was going to fall over.”

Not Safe

For Work
story and illustrations by HANNAH GOOD photos by LILY THOMPSON

36

Editor’s note: Sex work remains a highly dangerous and stigmatized profession. As such, all names in this story have been changed. All claims regarding
involvement with sex work have been fact-checked with payment records and in one case, an exotic dancer’s place of employment.

A

lmost every Thursday after she gets out of class, Bowling
Green freshman Sara Isakovic (not her real name) drives to
Louisville for work. When she gets into the city, she grabs a
bite to eat around 6 p.m. and heads to Blue Diamond Gentleman’s Club
where she’s worked for just under a month as an exotic dancer. She does
her makeup, gets dressed into a slinky one-piece and straps up her black,
six-inch stilettos — the ones with grips on the bottom “so you don’t fall
on your ass,” she says. She exits the dressing room for the club’s multilevel lounge filled with electric blue lights, spinning polls and pulsating
music.
“Just being on stage makes me feel really good,” Isakovic said. “I just
feel like all eyes are on me.”
Isakovic is the daughter of Bosnian immigrants. Though her parents are
Muslim, she said they didn’t raise her to be religious so much as to work
hard and get an education. She hopes to use her business-focused majors
to open up her own gentlemen’s club someday.
She started dancing at Bowling Green’s Top Hat Cabaret Gentlemen’s
Club in February 2017 to pay off a $2,000 school bill. Within a month,
she’d paid off the bill but decided to keep dancing because she liked the
financial security it offered. However, a few months into the gig, a friend
of the family recognized her while she was working and told her parents.
“They just told me, ‘It’s not what nice girls do,’” she said.
Unable and unwilling to dance in Bowling Green clubs for fear of being
betrayed to her parents again, Isakovic joined the website MyGirlFund in
the winter of 2017 to make extra money as a webcam model.
With the advent of the digital age, sex work is easier, safer and more
accessible than ever. Traditional sex work most commonly refers to
prostitution but can also refer to porn modeling and acting and exotic
dancing. This work is often associated with dangers such as harassment,
physical and sexual assault, disease transmission, stalking and murder,
according to a 2001 article in the British Medical Journal written by the
U.K. coordinator of the European Network for HIV/STD Prevention in
Prostitution.
The internet age, however, has created an ever-growing list of ways
to make money from sex services without ever leaving your house. And
though there are still risks associated with digital sex work such as
stalking, harassment having personal information revealed, online sex
work minimizes dangers associated with traditional sex work, according
to a 2016 essay by Angela Jones, a sociology professor at Farmingdale
State College. This digital sex work includes amateur or self-produced

pornography, live webcam shows, Snapchat subscriptions and the selling
of panties and other intimate items.
According to PornHub’s annual website analysis, 810,000 amateur
videos were uploaded in 2017.
Digital sex work seems to be particularly appealing to college-aged
women. College students aged 18 to 22 normally comprise 25 percent
of MyGirlFund’s sellers, with 500 additional college-aged women joining
the site at the start of summer 2013, according to a July 2013 press
release.
“The young women joining our site appreciate the total autonomy
we grant them,” Stefan Patrick, MyGirlFund’s director of business
development, said in the press release. “They are free to set their own
prices for the content and interaction they chose (sic) to provide. They
work when they want to from the privacy of their own homes.”
Isakovic said she doesn’t think this movement toward pornography is
affecting the exotic dancing industry because the two are so different.
“I think it’ll still be around, just because people still want the
physicalness of it,” Isakovic said. “It’s still face-to-face. You can’t touch
on someone or have someone dance on you on a computer screen.”
Isakovic said though she often encounters harassment, like men who
get aggressive with her during lap dances or others who call her a
“whore,” she never feels unsafe. At Blue Diamond, dancers wear walkie
talkies when they give lap dances, and patrons get ejected if they act out.
Ultimately, she said she always stands up for herself if patrons mistreat
her.
“You can call me whatever you want, but at the end of the day, you’re
still paying me,” she said.
And though she still performs cam shows on occasion, Isakovic said
she prefers dancing because it’s more efficient, and she doesn’t have to
spend so much time promoting herself. Ultimately, though, she doesn’t
need to perform cam shows, because she makes plenty of money
dancing at Blue Diamond.
“I never felt like I had a strong online presence,” Isakovic said, “I just
feel like that’s a lot of work to try to promote yourself.”
Isakovic also said she values the relationships she’s made with other
dancers. Though they’re in competition with one another to convince
patrons to buy private lap dances, ultimately, she said, the dancers
support each other.
“I think I like just being around empowered girls who have control over
what they’re doing,” she said.

LEFT: Bowling Green native Sara Isakovic (not her real name) has been
dancing for over a year and has danced in several cities, including Tampa, Fla.,
during a spur-of-the-moment trip. “Just being on stage makes me feel really
good,” Isakovic said. “I just feel like all eyes are on me.”
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“To me, it’s always going to be seen
as a negative thing because society
loves to tell women what to do with
their bodies and their sexuality.”
- Kelly Moore
Bowling Green senior Kelly Moore (not her real name) said she was
drawn to digital sex work because she knew there was a market for
photos and videos of girls with her body type — BBW or “Big Beautiful
Woman,” a niche kink for people who are attracted specifically to plussize women.
“Fat’s not a bad word by the way” she said.
Her and her boyfriend, Wade (not his real name), decided to open a
Tumblr account in July, and a few months later they began selling photo
sets to the clients they found on the site.
“I’m a plus-sized person, so there is a market for that — let me just tell
y’all, there is a market, for, that,” she said, snapping her fingers with each
of the last three words.
Moore is active in her church and loves to play Dungeons and Dragons
with her boyfriend, whose photography equipment helped her get
started posting photos online. She wants to get her master’s degree in
social work so she can work to protect at-risk children and see their lives
change.
Moore said she’s always been interested in online sex work as a means
of both self-expression and supplemental income for her full-time job.
She said she was surprised that people are so willing to pay for her nude
photos even though the internet is already saturated with free porn.
“There’s so much stuff on the internet that’s free, but I guess there’s
some aspect of being able to talk to the person and being like ‘Oh send
me pictures of your butthole’ that’s really personal,” she said, laughing.

Moore said she was also struck by how much work it takes to excel in
online sex work.
“It’s not easy,” Moore said. “It’s very emotionally taxing and physically
taxing depending on the type of sex work you are putting yourself in.”
Most of this extra work, Moore said, is interacting with male clients
who expect her to flirt with them for free, send her unsolicited nude
photos or even ask her to provide emotional support. A regular client
once asked her to assure him that he isn’t a bad person for buying porn.
“Some men just expect interactions for free, and that’s just not what
I’m here to do,” Moore said. “I’m not here to flirt with you. Don’t send
me pictures of your penis unless you’re going to Venmo me first, then
that’s fine. It’s just men not understanding boundaries, 100 percent.”
Despite these unwanted interactions, Moore said the work is worth it
to her so far, and it’s definitely safer than performing sex work in person.
“Sending a guy a picture of my nipples is so much better and safer to
me than meeting a random guy,” Moore said.
And though the internet is drawing more people to sex work, Moore
said she doesn’t think the stigma of performing sexual acts for money
will ever truly go away.
“To me, it’s always going to be seen as a negative thing because society
loves to tell women what to do with their bodies and their sexuality,”
Moore said. “Female sexuality will probably always be a controlled thing.”

RIGHT: The stigma around sex work, even in the digital
age, makes Bowling Green senior Kelly Moore (not her
real name) frightened for her future. Moore has a fulltime job and is a full-time student. “If somebody were
to recognize me in my future job from what I am doing
now, that would not be a good thing” Moore said.
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LEFT: Sara Isakovic (not her real name) first began exotic
dancing in Bowling Green where she grew up but recently
began driving to Louisville to work. Isakovic said she wants
to open her own gentlemen’s club one day. “I don’t think you
should be scared to do something,” Isakovic said.

For five months in the late summer and fall of 2017, a typical morning
for Sierra Cooper (not her real name) involved waking up to breastfeed
her infant son in bed. As the sun rose outside and her son watched
cartoons, Sierra sat at her kitchen table with a bowl of oats and scrolled
through her phone looking for buyers to purchase her underwear.
After putting her son down for his first nap, she’d close the door to
her bedroom, prop up her iPad and take off her clothes to masturbate on
camera for strangers.
On July 15, 2017, Sierra, who was 23 at the time, sold her first pair
of underwear to a buyer she met on the website Pantydeal, joining the
nearly 500,000 other active sellers on the site.
Sierra said she puts a lot of thought, time and often research into her
decisions. She married at 20 because she knows she hates change. In
their premarital counseling, she and her husband Andrew (not his real
name) decided that the only conditions under which they’d divorce
would be if one cheated on the other or if either abandoned Christianity.
They wed during fall break at the community college in the small town
they’d shared all their lives.
Their wedding was on a Sunday because it was cheaper than Saturday,
and they paid for the ceremony with financial aid refunds. When Sierra
talked about how Andrew led her back to the Christian faith, her eyes
welled up with tears.
“Ultimately, I feel like our love story is — as cheesy as it sounds — it
really was just a work of God,” Sierra said.
When Sierra began online sex work, her son was just over a year old,
and she had been struggling with intense postpartum depression and
anxiety since his birth. Though Andrew had a well-paying job, their
insurance didn’t allow her to seek therapy.
“That’s a luxury poor, middle class people don’t have,” Sierra said.
“You can’t afford to take care of your mental health, so you have to find
other outlets for it.”
Sex work wasn’t on her radar when she joined a private Facebook
group for moms to discuss their sexuality. She was merely looking for
ways to find herself again in the disorienting throes of depression and
new motherhood and wanted to speak to other moms who felt the same.
“You do kind of lose your identity as a mom,” she said. “It’s like that’s
all you’re looked at anymore. Moms are sexual beings too.”
Through the group, she made fast friends with Georgia Anderson (not
her real name), a 31-year-old military wife from Clarksville, Tennessee,
who came to share her success selling underwear online. Sierra was
intrigued by the opportunity for extra income and to lead an exciting
double life.
Andrew was hesitant at first. He was nervous that their identities and
reputations would be compromised. Also as a devoted Christian, he
wasn’t sure if God would punish them.
“I know we’ll be forgiven for this, but we’re going to have to account
for it,” Andrew said he remembers thinking. “We’ve got to pay the bills.”
With Georgia’s inside expertise and the insight of Andrew’s intense

research, Sierra created her online alter ego, complete with a burner
email, private PayPal account and stage name. Though she assumed she
would just be able to sell used underwear, she soon found out there was
more to the industry.
“You put a lot of grunt into it,” Sierra said. “People don’t realize if you
actually want to make it in that industry, it’s a lot of money and time.”
Most of the items she sold were pieces of lace underwear and onepiece lingerie sets she got as gifts at her bridal shower. Sometimes sellers
would ask her to wear the panties for several days or while she worked
out. These sold for $10-30 a piece depending on the request.
Some items were by request, like the nursing bra she sold to a man
with a breastfeeding fetish. She made the same customer a video of her
squeezing milk out of her breasts while she masturbated and said his
name. Custom videos are sold for $4-10 per minute.
Sometimes her husband, Andrew, would help her film videos at night
after they put their son to bed. He’d hold the camera while the two had
sex, altering angles and positions based on clients’ requests.
“I was the male talent,” he said, laughing.
Once, a client paid Sierra to insult him, but she didn’t know what to say.
Andrew told her to give him the phone and the two sat together laughing
while Andrew typed lewd and disparaging messages to the stranger on
the other end of the phone.
The work was difficult, but it supplemented the family’s income. It even
allowed Sierra to join her first gym and begin a series of outdoor sports
— activities she and Andrew continue today, often with her son in tow.
Soon, however, the work became too demanding and affected the
couple’s relationship. Customers required flirting before they’d commit
to a sale, and Sierra was often too exhausted from her digital sex work
to be intimate with Andrew. When they did, it was difficult to separate
pleasure from profit.
“It’s hard to take a picture and be physically able to have sex,” Andrew
said. “Your arousal is done because you’re focusing.”
Sierra also had trouble keeping up with the demands of keeping
customers interested. Sometimes, she was too tired to have sex with her
husband.
“It wasn’t just something we did because we were married and we
loved each other,” Sierra said. “It was almost a chore. And I was like, this
is not what God wants for marriage. He wants you to actually love each
other. This is a gift from him.”
In December, the couple made the decision to stop sex work altogether.
Andrew said though he wouldn’t do it again, he wouldn’t take it back.
“I’m not one to dwell on the past,” Andrew said. “I’m not ashamed of
it because it changed our view on things. It humanized that industry for
me, and it was kind of an eye-opening experience.”
Though Sierra was always supportive of sex work, her experience made
her realize how common online sex work is.
“I think a lot more people do it than we realize,” Sierra said. “It’s
average, everyday people you’re going to pass in the grocery store.”
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Transfigured
night
poem by PHI CHU
photo by BAILEY COOKE

A cat followed me from the hospital
bearing dead, gray stars from your distant shore.
Carefully composed, it had to have been
drenched in melancholy and midnight, those
eyes of silver glimmers and fringes of
frostbitten daisies, much too forgiving.
Gazing through my misery robes, it
hushed the rising tides and mortal crows.
It’s you — it must be — the long, dark hair, the
juniper berries at its neck, flying
kisses through the low hum of electric
lights. I was a candle at the whim and
mercy of a child’s breath. It approached me,
nuzzled itself against my leg, so what’s
one more blue stroll through this neon kingdom?
Painted winter, the seat of my soul, for the
quiet night settled in my lone lungs as
romance floated down in white pairs. Its tongue
sapped my sorrow when I picked it up, and
together we followed our slow breaths
until we were home, dreaming under your
Van Gogh twilight, hugging your cold sweaters.
Wistful, I dreamt of your hair, your wonder
exuding star songs deep within my core.
Yes, one day from high above, the silver
zenith will lead me to your distant shore.

Poet’s statement: “Transfigured Night” is about someone moving from grief to acceptance after finding a
love in a cat that reminds the speaker of his lost loved
one.”
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Roommates Yuri Tatsumi (left) and Yuki Akitomo put ingredients in the skillet for the final
step of making Japanese pancakes in Northeast Hall. Despite her busy schedule, Akitomo
said she makes time to experiment with traditional Japanese dishes.
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Passing
plate
the

story by DE’INARA CARTER photos by JED CHRISTOPH illustrations by ABBY HAYNES

WKU was home to 1,097 students from other countries in Fall 2017, which equates to 4.1
percent of the WKU population, according to the 2018 WKU Fact Book. Acclimating to a new
culture comes with its own challenges, from navigating Bowling Green to navigating cultural
differences, and food is no exception. See how these four students hold onto pieces of home
through the cuisines they’ve brought to America.
BELIZE
Jamin Lopez, a senior and resident assistant at Northeast Hall, was born in Belize and
immigrated to the U.S. to attend WKU. He was offered in-state tuition for being an
international student. Lopez took advantage of the opportunity to expand his studies to make
him a stronger candidate for job possibilities in either country.
Having lived in America for two years, Lopez has acclimated to the busy culture, which has
affected his diet dramatically.
“A lot of the food here is fake, and I have gained weight because of it,” Lopez said. “The
green peppers from the grocery store smell like
Starburst!”
Lopez said he does enjoy the speediness of his
COCONUT RICE
orders and the crispy coating of fast food from
Servings: 3
chains like Popeyes and Bojangles.
However, Lopez said none of the American
1 pound white rice
food can compete with the Central American
1 cup coconut milk
cuisine he eats back home, such as his mother’s
1 tablespoon butter
coconut rice.
Curry seasoning for taste
“The food is the absolute best,” Lopez said.
Using a colander, rinse white rice. Put rice in medium saucepan and add
water per package instruction. Bring to a boil.
Pour coconut milk into saucepan until it is an inch above the rice. Add
butter. Continue cooking until mixture thickens, stirring regularly.
Let the mixture evaporate for 15 minutes after removing saucepan from
heat.
Add curry seasoning.
(Recipe from Jamin Lopez)
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Junior Briana Robertson makes a dumpling recipe that originated from her
home in St. Catherine, Jamaica. Robertson became a resident assistant in
Rodes Harlin Hall in order to have a larger kitchen.

JAMAICA

have made him want to retain his culture even more. He said he does
this through maintaining traditional dining etiquette and socializing over
Arabic coffee.

Briana Robertson, a WKU junior, moved to the U.S. six years ago and
said she was initially ambivalent on finding a permanent residence in
the states. She said there is “no community” in America compared to
Jamaica.
She gravitates toward following her traditions from home rather than
conforming to the American lifestyle, and she tries to cook her own
meals as often as possible, rather than eat out at restaurants. She also
refuses to use a campus meal plan. However, she has found it difficult to
cook given the small kitchens provided in the dorms.
“I became an RA at Rodes so I could use a bigger kitchen,” Robertson
said. “Before I got the position, the kitchen I was cooking in felt like a
closet. I couldn’t spread anything out.”
Robertson said this contrasts with the cooking environment in St.
Catherine, Jamaica, where neighboring families utilize their spacious
yards and kitchens simultaneously. Despite this hindrance, Robertson
said she finds joy in sharing her Jamaican dishes with her peers and
residents, allowing them to get a taste of the homeland she cherishes.

JAPAN
Osaka, Japan junior Yuka Akitomo migrated to the U.S. in January
because she was interested in WKU’s international program. She
said she was initially taken back by the urban sprawl of the U.S. in
comparison to Japan.
“Since Japan is an isolated island, everything is congregated,”
Akitomo said. “It makes it more packed, but it’s definitely more
convenient.”
Akitomo said that Japan’s consolidation makes food more accessible.
Traditional Japanese dishes are valued in the region, regardless of
Western influence. Sushi remains a treat throughout the bustling streets
of Osaka, Akitomo said. While the Japanese public lead relatively busy
lives, they still find time to cook daily and prepare food to consume on
the go.
Although Akitomo remembers her mother as the predominant cook
in her household, she struggles with retaining recipes from home.
She wants to broaden her Japanese cooking knowledge. She stopped
using a campus meal plan after gaining weight from all the fast food
on campus, but she said she would save a lot of money if the meal plan
offered healthier options.
However, Akitomo said she is grateful for this learning experience.
She is utilizing her time to delve into more elaborate Japanese recipes.
By moving in with another Japanese roommate who supports this
experimental effort, Akitomo is able to keep a piece of Japan in her
pantry at all times.

KUWAIT
Born in Dublin, Ireland, senior Mohammed Alkandery moved to Kuwait
at five years old. In the pursuit of a mechanical engineering career,
Alkandery migrated to the U.S in 2014. He initially settled in Arkansas
before moving to Bowling Green to attend WKU.
Following a predominantly vegetarian diet, Alkandery said he
frequently snacks on dates and Arabic coffee in his spare time, two
common foods in Kuwait.
“My ancestors have been eating dates since the beginning of time,”
Alkandery said. “They will never go bad.”
While Alkandery feels comfortable in his new home near campus, racial
disparities between himself and some of his American counterparts
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KUWAIT | ARABIC COFFEE WITH DATES
Servings: approximately 4 cups
3 tablespoons freshly ground Arabic coffee beans
1 tablespoon ground saffron
1 tablespoon ground cardamom
If not ground already, grind Arabic beans and pods of
cardamom to a fine powder. Set aside for later.
Using a dallah, a traditional Arabic coffee pot, bring water
to a boil. A tea kettle could be substituted if a dallah is not
available. Once water begins to boil, remove dallah from stove
to cool down.
Add ground coffee to the water and return to the stove. Do
not stir the mixture. Return to a boil, then reduce heat and
allow coffee to brew for about 10 minutes.
Remove dallah from heat long enough for foam to recede back
down to water level. Add saffron and cardamom to mixture
and return to stove.
Once foam has formed at the top of the dallah, remove from
stove and let it sit for about 5 minutes.
Note: Because Arabic coffee lacks sugar, it is often served
with something sweet, such as dates or chocolate. Other
ingredients that would mask the taste of the coffee, like milk
or cream, are often frowned upon.
(Recipe from Mohammed Alkandery)

JAPAN | OKONOMIYAKI (JAPANESE PANCAKES)
Servings: 2
1 cup water
2 eggs
Flour (enough to thicken batter)
Shredded cabbage (as much as desired)
2 tablespoons cooking oil
Pork (as much as desired)
Japanese mayonnaise
Okonomiyaki sauce

JAMAICA | FRIED DUMPLINGS
Servings: 2
1 cup flour
1 tablespoon baking soda
1 teaspoon salt
1 cup water
3 tablespoons vegetable oil

With a large mixing bowl, combine water, eggs, flour and
cabbage to create a batter. Whisk contents until there are no
lumps in the mixture.

In a large mixing bowl, mix flour, baking soda and salt. Slowly
pour in water while kneading the dough. Dough should be
easy to mold and not sticky.

Cut pork into strips and set aside.
Add cooking oil into skillet. Turn heat to medium.

Pour cooking oil into skillet. Heat to medium.

Pour batter into the skillet. Continuously flip pancake to make
sure it cooks evenly.

Roll dough into medium size balls.

Place strips of pork on the bottom of the pancake once it
becomes fluffy. Continue cooking contents until everything
has browned. Remove from heat.

Using tongs, place balls into heated oil. After about two
minutes, when dough starts to brown, flip dumplings.

Spread Japanese mayonnaise and okonomiyaki sauce on top
of pancakes.

Note: Do not leave unattended while frying. Watch attentively.

Continue frying until all sides are golden brown.

(Recipe from Briana Robertson)

(Recipe from Yuka Akitomo.)
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FROM SOLE
TO

SOUL

story by HAYLEY ROBB photos by GRACE ALEXIEFF & REED MATTISON illustration by HANNAH GOOD

It was mile 20 when she hit the wall.
The doubt started to sink in. “I’m not going to make it,” she thought. Within an instant, the crowd
started to fade back in her line of sight and shouts became audible once again.
“It’s only six miles,” she heard the crowd yell.
“Shut up,” she thought.
Running just shy of a 10-minute pace per mile, an hour passed and the clutter of people crowding
the Nashville sidewalks nagged her forward. The blinking numbers at the finish line were flipping
from one second to the next, one minute to the next.
With her arms outstretched overhead, elbows bent, fists clenched in the air and her parents standing
at the finish line, Vicki Johnson shouted, “I’m a marathoner.”
A silver medallion was hung around her neck while tears streamed down her smiling face. Her chest
collapsed for breath.
Vicki Johnson was 31 years old when she completed her first marathon.
Twenty years later, at 51, she was diagnosed with stage 1 breast cancer.
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MILE 0.0: THE STARTING LINE

MILE 1.0: SETTING THE PACE

When Vicki and I first ran together, it was pitch-black at 5:24 a.m.
This was a routine time for her and the lead runner, David Haynes, who
is one of Vicki’s co-workers at Nat’s Outdoor Sports. On that Thursday
morning, he wore a headlamp to lead us up and down the rolling hills of
the CrossWinds Golf Course.
In her always-matching shorts and top, Vicki clenched a coffee mug
between both hands until the last seconds of our takeoff.
She stood just shy of 6 feet tall, long and lanky with a waist I could
wrap my arms around twice. She had a rock-hard six-pack only visible
when she lifted her shirt to wipe the sweat from her face.
Her short strawberry blonde hair moved when she did. The top of her
strands puffed up, and with each foot contact, the strands fell back down
again.
She smiled, talked and laughed while she ran, making it harder for the
rest of us to manage breathing as we spoke, but Vicki seemed to breathe
better that way.

Vicki, originally from Park City, began running in Bowling Green
when she started college at WKU in 1983. She had previously been
on a scholarship playing basketball for Sue Bennett College in London,
Kentucky, until she decided to stop playing ball and traded in her Chuck
Taylor’s for what she called “actual” running shoes.
“I had no idea what I was doing,” Vicki said. She said her first time
running was like slapping the pavement with her feet because of her lack
of technique.
It wasn’t until some friends on WKU’s cross country team started
banging on her first-floor dorm window at 6 a.m. that she really
committed to the sport. She has been a morning runner ever since, she
said.
After pursuing a master’s degree in exercise physiology at Austin Peay
State University, she found herself back in Bowling Green in 1990 to
work for Kentucky’s Department of Public Health.
Through a new marathon training group she joined in Bowling Green,

Vicki Johnson, 55, of Bowling Green has completed over 30 of the
Medical Center 10K Classic races, she said. Vicki ran 6.2 miles in
just under an hour, earning a time of 55:38.
(Photo by Grace Alexieff)
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Vicki met her best friend, Jennifer Burgett, who would later become the
first person she told when she was diagnosed with cancer.
Burgett said when she got the call from Vicki, she knew exactly what
it was.
Vicki had a biopsy taken of a lump in her breast — what the doctor’s
told her was most likely just a fibrous cyst.
“I just felt sick,” Vicki said. “I didn’t have anyone with me. I was by
myself, and I said, ‘There’s no way.’” Vicki said she had felt fine up to
that point.

“There’s no way I have breast cancer,” she told the doctor.
The doctor grabbed Vicki’s hand and reconfirmed, “Yes, you have
breast cancer.”
The doctor asked if there was anyone she could call, but Vicki said no.
“It was a beautiful day,” Vicki said. “I’ll never forget it. I didn’t know
what to do.”
Vicki found out she had cancer the day she retired from Kentucky’s
Department of Public Health. Her dad died the year before, in 2013,
from kidney cancer before he could undergo any treatment.
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Working at Nat’s Outdoor Sports gives Vicki Johnson more than just connections in the
running community in Bowling Green. Working at the gear shop earns her important pieces
of gear like her HydroFlask. She is very passionate about her insulated bottle collection and
swears by the quality of the cups. A hot cup of coffee is an essential part of her morning.
(Photo by Reed Mattison)

Bernice Johnson, Vicki’s mother, said she was “completely
flabbergasted” when she found out about Vicki’s cancer. She paused for
breath as she spoke. Her voice went soft with her fingers intertwined on
her crossed legs.
Vicki calls her “Momma.” Everyone – even Vicki’s friends – calls her
“Momma.”
“I had no idea that anything was wrong,” Bernice said. “That has been
the worst thing that she has ever had. It has affected her and me both. I
keep thinking, ‘Will I be here for her if it comes back again?’”

Tearing up, Bernice asked, “At my age, will I be here for her?”
Vicki wasn’t notified about the severity of her cancer until three
months after the lymph nodes were removed from her breast, at which
point the doctor told her she was in remission. She began taking oral
chemotherapy pills for treatment and is still taking them today. The pill
serves as a hormone therapy that is taken to help cure breast cancer in
women.
“You’re never cured,” Vicki said.
One of the worst and lasting side effects of the oral chemo is joint pain.
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Vicki still feels the pain in her hands, hips and knees, especially when
she’s running. Tiredness and hair loss are two other side effects she said
she still experiences.
“You’re sore,” she said. “You’ve taken your breast off. I mean it hurts.
It’s sore. It’s terrible for any woman to have to go through that.”
Vicki said running is so spiritual to her that she tried not to stop while
taking the chemo pills and suffering the side effects. “I mean, if I got up
and ran two miles, it was so spiritual,” she said. Vicki turned her head
from me.
“You’re going to make me cry,” she said. “I don’t want to cry — but it
was. (Running) kind of holds you together.”
Running was Vicki’s saving grace along with her faith. Vicki grew
up going to church on Sundays with her family and still continues that
tradition with her mom. She said her faith has helped carry her through
her dad’s death and setbacks in life like the benign brain tumor she had
to have removed in 2014. The tumor was not harmful in effect, but could
have been if not removed.
“I can’t imagine going throughout the world without the Lord,” she
said. “That scares me more than anything – besides not doing everything
that I want to do.”
Bernice said they don’t know how long Vicki will be in remission. She
said Vicki’s dad lasted five years before his own cancer returned. He had
previously suffered from lymphoma and survived after going through
chemotherapy but could not beat the kidney cancer.
“She keeps thinking that that’s what’s going to happen to her,” Bernice
said about Vicki. “We try to live with a good attitude even though the
five years is getting close. We don’t look at it like it’s the end.”
Bernice said Vicki has a lot in common with her father, which is why
they are so concerned with the possibility of the cancer returning.
“But she never lets it affect her running,” Bernice said. “Believe you

me, it never interferes with her running.”
About a month after her surgery, Vicki told herself she was going to
try to run — even if it was just a little shuffle. Despite her pain from the
surgery and the side effects from the oral chemotherapy pills, she laced
up her sneakers.
“I thought, ‘I’m going to do something,’” Vicki said. “‘I’m going to
move. I am not going to sit in this chair and just waste away. No way.’”
Vicki has run seven marathons in her life, but her favorite and worst
race of all was the Bourbon Chase, the second time around after her
surgery.
The Bourbon Chase is a 200-mile relay race through the distilleries of
Kentucky. The racers typically complete anywhere from just over three
miles to nearly nine miles in their respective routes. It was Vicki’s first
step back into running. It was what she chose as her comeback.
Vicki competed with her best friends — Burgett and Harlan Holmes,
another Bowling Green runner.
“It was like the perfect storm of everything that could go wrong,”
Holmes said. “As the rain came down and it got colder, everybody was
miserable.”
Vicki’s first leg of the race was a six-miler right out of surgery, with an
incision in the side of her ribs and a scar that never let her forget what
happened.
As the night rolled around and the rain continued to pour, the team
made it to Danville High School where they were all able to take a shower
and nap before starting the next legs of the race. But Vicki could not
make herself go in to the communal showers.
“I mean, one of my breasts was gone,” Vicki said. She was embarrassed
and defeminized, she said.
“Gosh, I mean it looks awful,” she told Burgett.
Burgett waited with Vicki until everyone left the locker room and they

Vicki Johnson, 55, of Bowling Green runs almost every morning starting
around 5 a.m. She always runs downtown on Sundays. Halfway through
her run, she stops by her car to rehydrate.
(Photo by Grace Alexieff)
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Harlan Holmes, a close friend and Bowling Green runner, congratulates Vicki
Johnson after she finishes the Medical Center 10K. “It’s always inspiring to see
her finishing races,” Holmes said. “Especially after overcoming knee issues and
breast cancer. She’s not just surviving. She’s thriving.”
(Photo by Grace Alexieff)

both cried before Vicki finally took her shower.
Vicki said she couldn’t look in the mirror for months after surgery. She
said she saw a reflection that was unattractive – deformed.
“It took me a long time to say, ‘I have breast cancer and this is what
happened,’” she said.

she ran the 20th Anniversary Bowling Green Medical Center 10K.
“The motive behind it was just I had never really done anything that I
could call an accomplishment, and I just wanted to do it to see if I could.”
Bernice said.
Vicki, too, said she has always tried to live her life to the fullest doing
as much as she can while she can, but it really didn’t start to hit home
until her cancer diagnosis.
“Not being able to do all of the things I want to do – that’s my biggest
fear,” Vicki said. “It’s not dying.”

MILE 26.2: THE FINISH LINE
Wearing light-wash jeans and a white button-up T-shirt with
embroidered bumble bees and insects on it, Bernice’s eyes welled up as
she wondered what she would do without Vicki.
“I don’t know what I would do without her,” she stopped, fighting the
tears and struggling to find her composure.
She said Vicki is her ears, making up for her slight loss in hearing
nowadays. She said Vicki does so many things for her that she is just
lucky to have the security her daughter provides.
Bernice was at every one of Vicki’s basketball games and has been at
a majority of the finish lines she has crossed.
Bernice has even made it across one finish line alongside Vicki. At 65,

MILE 0.0: YET ANOTHER STARTING LINE
With her arms swinging in sync to the beat of her feet, Vicki keeps
running. She keeps running for the marathon sticker she can always slap
on her car and the race T-shirt she can always wear proudly, she said. But
regardless of the material items, Vicki runs because that’s who she is: a
runner. Fast or slow and no matter the obstacles that pop up in her life,
she keeps running, one step at a time.
“That’s the way life is,” Vicki said. “It’s a marathon.”
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TOP: WKU’s Coordinator of Resource Conservation Elizabeth Gafford
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CYCLE
story by NICOLE CHRISTENSEN photos by SAM MALLON

Every day, WKU’s thousands of teachers, students and staff add
to the hundreds of trash bins scattered around campus. This amounts
to 3.5 million pounds of landfill waste each year, according to WKU’s
Recycling and Surplus Department. This is equivalent to the weight of
1,229 standard model 2018 Honda Civics — enough cars to fill Parking
Structure 3 almost twice. This is the story of where all that trash goes
once it leaves our campus.
STEP 1: TRASH IS THROWN AWAY
There are small trash bins all over campus, both indoors and outdoors.
A grounds department employee rides around campus on a utility vehicle
emptying the estimated 140 trash bins located on WKU’s main campus,
according to WKU Facilities Management’s waste disposal locations map.
The collected trash is then brought to larger dumpsters.
“(It) takes all day, every day just to empty those,” Elizabeth Gafford,
WKU coordinator of Resource Conservation, said.
STEP 2: TRASH IS PICKED UP
Scott Waste Services comes to pick up trash in the dumpsters all over
campus. At 5:45 a.m., distant red and white trash truck lights signal the
start of the WKU portion of the route for Kevin Leonard, a Scott Waste
Services trash truck driver.
Leonard said there are an estimated 40 dumpsters all over campus. It
usually takes him two to three hours to complete the part of his route that
includes WKU’s campus every Monday, Wednesday and Friday.
Leonard drives a front-loading trash truck with arms that extend to pick
up the dumpster and flip the trash into the back of the truck.
Leonard said his shift typically starts at 1:30 a.m. and runs until 1:30
p.m.
“It can be a nightmare once classes start,” Leonard said.
Leonard picks up around 80 tons of trash every shift. The truck weighs
each dumpster in the process, since Scott Waste Services charges WKU
six cents for every pound of trash that is picked up, Gafford said.
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STEP 3: TRASH IS TAKEN TO THE TRANSFER STATION
The trash is taken by truck drivers like Leonard to the APEX
Transfer Station in Auburn.
Ty Bowman, the operations manager for Scott Waste Services,
described the transfer station as “trash in, trash out.”
The transfer station is where trash is dropped off by garbage
trucks so that drivers don’t have to travel all the way to the Hopkins
County Regional Landfill, which is one hour and 19 minutes away
from the transfer station.
There are places that skip the transfer station step because they
are closer to the landfill.
“Since ours is further away, this makes more sense,” Bowman
said.
Bulldozers scoop piles of trash onto long haul trucks and pack the
trash down, ensuring that as much garbage as possible is loaded
onto each truck.
STEP 4: TRASH IS TAKEN TO THE LANDFILL
Hopkins County Regional Landfill is located in White Plains. The

Jersey cows look up from their morning feed at
Chaney’s Dairy Barn on Tuesday, Feb. 20. The farm has
been in the family since the late 1800s and is currently
owned by Carl Chaney and his wife, Debra Chaney.

landfill is not an intruding mountain of trash. It seems to blend in
with the landscape entirely. However, the landfill has one “active”
portion that is filled in with the trash, said Travis Ricker, the district
manager at Hopkins County Regional Landfill.
“The garbage doesn’t stop coming,” Ricker said.
The trash compartments from the trucks are tipped back nearly perpendicular to the ground to pour the trash into the landfill,
where special bulldozers then plow through to crush the piles into
hilly slopes.
Ricker said the trash “should be here for life.”
At the end of each day, the trash piles are covered six inches high
in soil. A majority of the landfill does not have exposed trash but
rather, large grassy hills. From a distance, the piles don’t emit a
stench, but up close, the landfill smells like rotten eggs.
“From an environmental standpoint, they’re a necessity,” Bowman said. “When you look at them, they’re trying to do everything
they can do to protect the environment.”
Hopkins County Regional Landfill is making efforts to contain
and burn off the methane and carbon dioxide the trash produc-

es, Ricker said. He said the landfill also collects water that runs
down from the trash into a leachate system, where it is then sent
out to be cleaned.
•••
Similar to the environmental efforts by the Hopkins County
Regional Landfill, WKU is also trying to find ways to reduce
landfill waste on campus, Gafford said.
In fiscal year 2017, WKU produced 4 million pounds of trash,
which was reduced to 3.35 million pounds in 2018, according to
WKU’s Resource Conservation Fiscal Year 2018 Review.
The change can be attributed to WKU’s composting efforts.
The campus went from collecting 2,500 pounds of compost in

2017 to 30,000 in 2018, said Courtney Martin, WKU’s assistant
coordinator of Resource Conservation.
Gafford said there is also a push on campus to recycle as much
as possible because picking up recycling is a fixed rate of $165
per month per container. Recycling more would lead to less of a
cost for landfill waste, Gafford said.
One way WKU’s Resource Conservation Office is promoting
composting and recycling is by doing waste audits. During the
one-day events, staff members collaborate with students in environmental science and sustainability courses to sort through
bags of trash and identify what can and cannot be recycled. This
raises student awareness of what can be recycled to minimize
landfill waste, Gafford said.
However, “waste is always an issue,” Gafford said.
Tractors trail behind one another in an effort to smooth the
landfill cell at Hopkins County Regional Landfill in White Plains.
The landfill is a sharp juxtaposition to the beautiful rolling hills of
White Plains’ countryside.

plugging the

BRAIN DRAIN
story by KRISTINA FRANCIS photos by SAM MALLON

Piled into study rooms with whiteboards for walls at the new Medical Education Complex, three students filled up the wall with information about the real-world applications of alkalosis and acidosis, two
conditions that describe when the body’s blood has an excess of acids
or bases. They were wrapped in blankets with books and loose papers
spread out on tables in front of them. The students had been there for
hours.
The first classes at the University of Kentucky College of Medicine
located on the campus of The Medical Center in Bowling Green began in August. The new campus was placed in Bowling Green as an
effort to bring more physicians to rural areas in Kentucky. As many
doctors retire in rural areas, they often lack replacements because the
new medical school graduates are increasingly traveling to or staying
in larger cities, Dr. Todd Cheever, a WKU alumnus and the associate
dean of the UK College of Medicine Bowling Green campus, said.
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Cheever said the goal is for students from rural Kentucky to
return to their hometowns after completing medical school to
care for their family and friends.
“The thinking behind that was even though Bowling Green
is the third-largest city in Kentucky, it’s surrounded by a lot of
counties that are quite rural,” Cheever said.
In many rural areas, the patients are either waitlisted to see a
doctor or rushed away to the nearest hospital for emergencies
because of the physician shortage.
For example, Cheever said a pregnant woman in a rural area
may have to travel an hour to see an OB-GYN if there is not
one available in her area. He said traveling to another county
for medical attention may be difficult for some individuals due
to the cost of a missed day of work and gas to travel.
There are 30 students who started their first year at the UK
College of Medicine Bowling Green campus, seven of whom

are WKU alumni. Cheever said there are also medical students
from colleges in other rural areas, including Eastern Kentucky
University and Berea College.
Since there are only 30 students currently attending the
UK College of Medicine in Bowling Green, the students have
much smaller classes than they would likely have if they went
to a larger campus for medical school.
Spending hours at a time in study rooms has become routine
for the medical students. Bringing blankets and packing lunch
is how medical student Dixi Secula makes the most of her
days.
Secula is from Burkesville and earned her undergraduate
degree at WKU. She decided to stay in Bowling Green for
medical school. Secula said she had the opportunity to attend
medical school in different areas but the small class size
is a main reason she chose the UK College of Medicine in
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Bowling Green. She said the other schools she interviewed with had
100 students or more, which made the smaller class size of 30 more
attractive to her.
“You get these connections with other students and you get a
better learning environment because you’re able to bounce ideas off
of 29 other people,” Secula said.
These students will be in Bowling Green for the next four years
with the program. For the first two
years, they will be taking classes
at the Medical Education Complex
in Bowling Green. During their
third year, they will rotate through
different specialties under physician
supervision at The Medical Center
hospital, emergency room and
clinics. In their fourth year, they will
complete rotations in their fields
of interest. During their third and
fourth years, they also have the
opportunity to do what is called
a rural rotation, meaning they
would return home in rural areas of
Kentucky for their rotations.
Bowling Green native and WKU alumnus Enes Atici said he was
already exposed to clinical experiences during his first few months
in medical school while shadowing a doctor at Med Center Health’s
community clinic.
“It’s really good practice getting into the clinics being a first-year
medical student,” Atici said. “Usually you don’t get in until your

third year when you’re just thrown into the hospital and you’re in
charge of two or three patients.”
Bowling Green native Caitlyn Galloway said other programs only
require students to spend the first two years in a given area, whereas
WKU medical students will spend the full four years in Bowling
Green.
Galloway did not see herself leaving home. She said the importance
of staying close to family, along with
her familiarity with the city, made
staying in Bowling Green an easy
decision for her. Galloway said she
sees the importance in physicians
getting the best training possible,
which can require moving to larger
cities, but she said sometimes that
same training can be found right
where the physicians come from.
“Coming back to where they are
from, where their roots are from,
to give back to their community
that they were raised in I think is
important,” Galloway said.
The WKU School of Nursing and the employers in Bowling Green
are also trying their best to keep students in the community. For
WKU’s School of Nursing, many students usually will move to a
larger city like Louisville or Nashville after graduation instead of
keeping their talents here, said Sherry Lovan, WKU’s BSN program
coordinator.
One effort made to try and keep nursing students in Bowling Green

“Everyone needs
healthcare,
especially where it’s
not very common or
easily accessed.”
-Katherine Citak

Jersey cows look up from their morning feed at
Chaney’s Dairy Barn on Tuesday, Feb. 20. The farm has

60

is the integration of The Medical Center and Tristar
Greenview Regional Hospital into the nursing program.
Seth Wilson, the Emergency Department manager at
The Medical Center, said they do offer some practicums
before graduation to WKU nursing students. He also said
that students do a lot of clinicals at The Medical Center
and that they try to offer as many opportunities as they
can.
Senior Dylan Decker from Clarkson is one nursing
student staying in Bowling Green to work at Tristar
Greenview Regional Hospital after graduation. He signed
to work in the hospital’s emergency room for two years
after being awarded a $10,000 scholarship.
Bowling Green senior Mallory Flora and WKU nursing
student said she hopes the UK College of Medicine
will help recruit nurses to stay in Bowling Green after
graduation along with the medical students.
“I think with that being here, that might bring more
doctors to Bowling Green, and of course those doctors

will need nurses.” Katherine Citak, a WKU alumna and
medical student from Somerset, was surrounded by the
cluttered whiteboard walls covered in medical jargon as
she worked on the second floor of the Medical Education
Complex. She said it was important she did not have to
move cities to attend medical school.
“Everyone needs healthcare, especially where it’s not
very common or easily accessed,” Citak said.
She said she enjoys Bowling Green and does not want
to be in a larger city, even though that is where most
physicians reside. Cheever said the worst physician
shortage in Kentucky is in the south-central and western
regions of Kentucky. However, he said with the UK
College of Medicine being in Bowling Green, more care
can now be provided to those Kentucky regions.
“Kentuckians are getting the healthcare they need
delivered locally, rather than having to go someplace
else,” Cheever said.

BELOW: Katherine Citak (left) of Somerset
and Dixi Secula of Burkesville gather
with classmates in a study lounge as they
prepare for their test in the Foundations of
Infection, Disease and Therapeutics course.
Citak said support from her peers is crucial
to getting through harder courses.
RIGHT: Morgans field junior Presley Henshaw
swabs a mannequin in a nursing simulation lab that
first-year nursing students take. The classes are
hands-on and heavily monitored by professors so
that the students are able to make the most
of their time in the labs.
BELOW: Katherine Citak (left) of Somerset and
Dixi Secula of Burkesville gather with classmates
in a study lounge as they prepare for their test in
the foundations of infection, disease and therapeutics course. Citak said support from her peers
is crucial to getting through harder courses.
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Salt pillar
blues
poem by JESSICA ROSE LEVINE
photo by MAGGIE SMITH

My man’s heart was in my hands.
Now it’s in the dirt.
His heart, he put it in my hands,
and now it’s in the dirt.
I gave that city one last look,
and Lord, I know he’s hurt.
Her eyes are ambers, blinding bright
they’ve had a hold on mine.
Those eyes, they’re ambers, blinding bright
and they’ve had a hold on mine.
Swore to my man I’d look away.
Lord, I ain’t done him right.
She’s a dying city down to ash
a future that can’t be.
She’s just a dying city down to ash,
a life that just can’t be.
Those ambers get me every time,
but they ain’t shining ‘cause of me.
I can’t ask his forgiveness now,
‘cause my throat is full of salt.
I can’t even call her name out now,
‘cause my lungs are full of salt.
This lonely pillar’s lost them both,
and it’s no one else’s fault.

Poet’s statement:“This is a blues poem alluding to the
biblical story of Lot’s wife turning into a pillar of salt
because she looked back at the city falling under the
wrath of God as they fled it. Her inability to move on
from the city and let the past go trapped her forever
where she stood. The narrator in this poem is caught
between a past unrequited love and a current relationship. Struggle to move on from the past is compared
to Lot’s wife. The poem pertains to the subject
of movement by its demonstration of the struggle
between wanting to move back and move forward at
the same time.”
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FROM
the Ashes
story by RYLEE MCKEE photos by LILY THOMPSON

On the Fourth of July in 2016, lightning struck the home of the Hughes
family in downtown Bowling Green. A current ran across the house,
igniting a fire. Once they smelled it, Todd, the husband and father of the
family, opened the attic door, and smoke came billowing out.
“Get out!” he screamed. “Get out! Everybody get out!”
The family ran out into the rain, and the sirens of nine firetrucks rang
through the air as they watched the flames engulf their entire attic.
After the fire was extinguished later that evening, the family went inside
to see the state of their home. Many things suffered damage from the
smoke, rain and fire hoses. Everything was covered in soot and pieces
of wet ceiling. It would be weeks before they knew if the insurance
company would deem it fit to rebuild. Todd said the only question on
their minds then was what to do and where to go.
Todd said they all scattered that night. His son, Noah, and daughter,
Carli, each went to friends’ houses, and he and his wife, Jami, stayed
with a friend of theirs.
“I wish we hadn’t done that, but we didn’t know what to do,” Todd
said.
After four weeks of uncertainty, the Hughes were told their home
could be rebuilt, but it would be six months before it was completed. In
search of an interim home, Todd said they moved to multiple locations
across Bowling Green within the first month following the fire.
They first had to rent a house in Plum Springs. This location was
inconvenient because it was farther from WKU, where Todd worked
and Carli was in her sophomore year of school. It was also farther from
where Jami worked in Scottsville and where Noah attended school at
Bowling Green High School. Todd said they were forced to search for a
better house as close to their old one as possible.
They found a two-bedroom temporary house in a good location, but
it only had enough room for Todd, Jami and Noah. Todd and Jami chose
to place Carli in a rental house close to WKU by herself until she could
find roommates.
Along with settling in their temporary living spaces, the family had to
learn how to move forward.
Todd said it was difficult for multiple reasons. It was difficult getting
things they needed, budgeting money and holding the family together.
However, he said it seemed to impact Carli more than any of them as she

dealt with her emotions while living on her own.
“It probably affected Carli worse than any of us because there was
displacement,” he said. “With us being shoved in a little two bedroom
house, we then shoved her in the rental house. She was over there, and
she wasn’t with us, and I feel like that was tough on her.”
Carli’s brother and current WKU sophomore, Noah, reiterated that
sentiment.
“She just didn’t know what was happening,” Noah said. “So, I know it
was probably pretty hard on her just not being informed.”
Carli said separation from her family wasn’t the only thing that made
the fire’s aftermath harder. She said prior to the fire, she had lost her
scholarship to WKU because of her low GPA, which led her to wonder if
she even wanted to return to WKU for the next semester.
“I didn’t know what I wanted to do with my life, and I was really
scared about going back to Western,” she said. “My parents were really
upset with me, and that made me feel like a disappointing child. So I
just was feeling very down in the dumps at the time before the fire even
happened. Then it happened and I was like, ‘Cool, cool, thanks, universe,
for really validating the fact that I suck.’”
Noah spoke on how Carli was typically an optimistic person, but things
changed after the fire.
“She’s always been a positive person,” he said. “After it happened, I
think we all were a little irritable and not always looking at the bright
side. I think the bright side of it was that we weren’t dead.”
Carli’s best friend and Bowling Green senior, Andre Green, was the
first person Carli called after the fire. He said he saw the hard emotional
toll it took on her during the time.
“Carli has always been someone who has felt emotions really strongly,”
Green said.
That night, Green said they went to watch fireworks with a group of
friends. He said that everything seemed normal until Carli suddenly
broke down and started crying. He said he believes that was when the
shock wore off and she realized the full extent of what had happened
to her.
“I don’t think I’ve ever heard anyone have a more intense and sincere
outburst of emotion,” Green said.

Carli Hughes was displaced from her family home after
a fire in July 2016. After moving several times and
trabsferring from WKU, she is now an esthetitian and
works as the leader of a medical spa in Bowling Green.
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NO PLACE TO CALL HOME
Carli said she started to be unhappy no matter what she did in the six
months following the fire. She didn’t want to go see her parents because
they constantly discussed the fire. She also hated going to friends for
comfort because she felt like she’d bothered them enough. She said she
felt alone with her emotions.
She described crying every night, having recurring nightmares of
being stuck in storms and having panic attacks frequently.
“My anxiety attacks were horrible,” Carli said. “I was paranoid all the
time. It caused me to be more fight or flight in any situation … I’m still
trying to get over the thought that something bad is about to happen.”
She also said she went through three or four jobs during that time
because she had trouble being motivated to get out of bed. There were
also times when her panic attacks would prevent her from going to work
or even leaving her house.
“One day I drove up to work and, for some reason, I just lost my mind
and had a panic attack in the middle of the parking lot, and once it
passed, I drove home,” she said. “I didn’t text my manager. I didn’t call
in. I just left.”
It wasn’t just experiencing the fire that affected her mental state. It also
related back to her feeling of being homeless. Though she shared a rental
house with her two roommates, she said she still felt like she didn’t
really have a home. She didn’t feel at home in her parents’ temporary
residence, either.
“That wasn’t home,” Carli said.
Feeling lost, she said she wore a blue beaded bracelet with Saint
Anthony’s medallion on it for comfort. The bracelet had been a gift from
her deceased grandma, and it was one of the only items she grabbed
before running out of her burning home.
“Saint Anthony is the patron saint of lost items and lost people, and
so during that time of sadness, I would wear it a lot because I felt really
lost as a person,” she said. “I would wear it for guidance, too, because
I never felt safe.”
With this weight on her chest, she had to find a way to cope — to try to
move past everything. She began visiting the house late at night three or
four times a week. By simply sitting in her car and looking at it, she felt
safer because she could see she still had an existing home.
LEAVING CHILDHOOD BEHIND
As she moved forward from the fire, Carli had to mature quickly. Todd
said she had to grow up faster than the average 20 year old.
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“She’d just finished her freshman year of college, but she was still very
young,” Todd said. “She hadn’t lived on her own — hadn’t had to make
decisions on how to pay bills or how to buy food. I don’t want to say her
college years were robbed, but during some of the most fun years of life,
she was having to deal with the harshest things in life.”
Green said before the fire, Carli was a more idealistic thinker who
“lived in the clouds.” He said moving on from the fire helped her
become more realistic.
“She became more of an adult,” Green said. “Post-fire, she’s much
more of a concrete thinker. She really understands and thinks things
through, and she’s more critical of things in a really positive way.”
BUILDING A FUTURE
One of the significant decisions Carli had to make was choosing a
career path. She knew she wanted to cut her ties with Bowling Green
and pursue an education and career somewhere else. But for a long time,
she wasn’t sure what her passion was until she discovered her love for
makeup.
“I found it as a way to forget about things that happened and just
continue on and have an artistic outlet,” she said.
Her passion for makeup led her to pursue esthetics, which includes skin
care techniques like laser hair removal, tattoo removal, dermaplaning,
facials, waxing and lymphatic drainage. She said the versatility of this
major excited her.
“I can do all of this and never get bored,” she said.
Carli decided to attend the Tennessee School of Beauty in Knoxville,
Tennessee, in January 2017. She said moving to Knoxville by herself was
hard, but it pushed her to be independent and move on from her past.
Carli, now 21, is working full-time for a plastic surgeon in Bowling
Green and is the leader of the medical spa.
Green said he is proud of her career.
“It’s so nice to see her in that professional setting and see how much
she’s grown from freshman year of college, not really knowing what’s
going on, to being the only one in our friend group who has a full-time
job,” he said.
Carli said that while the fire was a terrible incident, it led her to some
of her greatest accomplishments. She said she wouldn’t be where she is
today without it.
“I found myself through it and I’m a much happier person now,” she
said. “I could walk out in the street and get hit with a car right now, but I
won’t regret anything that I’ve done with my life. The fire happened for
a reason, and I’m glad of where it’s taken me.”

One of the items that survived the fire was a bassinet Carli’s grandfather made for her
when she was a baby. “Losing your stuff really sucks,” she said. “I was forced to figure
out what to do. Because when you’re at rock bottom, the only way is up, but if you don’t
know where up is, you have to figure that shit out.”
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SHIFTING
GEARS
story by CHELSEA MORGAN & DE’INARA CARTER photos by MAGGIE SMITH illustrations by TAYLOR FRINT

In a parking lot near the Warren County Justice Center, bright blue signs designate a row of
parking spaces for driving examinations. Parents and guardians, older siblings and others often sit
on two benches in front of the lot as they wait for their novice drivers to return from their tests.
The Talisman interviewed some of these individuals as they waited for the decision: a pass or fail.
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BONNIE LADD

LYNWOOD TITINGTON

Bowling Green resident Bonnie Ladd said it was nerve-wracking for her
as her 23-year-old son, Tommy, took his driver’s test for the second time
on Sept. 21. Ladd sat on a bench watching other new drivers come and
go as she waited for her son to take his test.
“He still lives with me, but he’s been out on his own and come back,”
Ladd said.
Ladd also has an older daughter who has already received her driver’s
license and has moved away from home. She said she has been more
worried about her son than her daughter.
“You still worry about boys,” she said “Sometimes they don’t want to
stay out of trouble, and you worry about the people they hang around.
Girls — it seems like we’re just smarter about stuff like that.”
Ladd said her son has been anxious about taking the test. She said
when it would come time for Tommy to take his test, he would say
he wasn’t ready. Ladd said Tommy finally came to the point where he
realized he needed to get his license and become more independent.
Ladd said she has encouraged both of her kids to be cautious on the
road.
“A lot of them just think you get in your car and turn the radio up,
and everything’s fine,” Ladd said. “That’s not what it’s all about. You’re
responsible for everybody else around you and not just you.”
Tommy returned from his driving test smiling as he told his mother he
had passed.

Lynwood Titington is originally from Clarksville, Tennessee, but said he
has been in Bowling Green long enough to call it home. He is the father
of two children.
Titington was with his youngest as he took his driver’s test for the first
time on Sept. 24. Titington stood beneath a tree trying to avoid the rain
as he watched his son drive off without him for the first time. Dressed
in an U.S. Army hat and olive-gray rain jacket, Titington expressed
confidence in his son’s driving.
“He’s pretty well-rounded,” Titington said. “He don’t smoke. He don’t
drink. You know, none of that stuff.”
Titington said his son has been recognized for his athletic skills in track
and football. Although capable of playing sports on the collegiate level,
Titington’s son decided to take a different path.
Titington’s son recently graduated high school and attended Bowling
Green Technical College and now plans to join the military like his father.
However, Titington would like to encourage him to follow his dreams.
“I don’t know, (he) just hasn’t been that motivated I guess,” Titington
said. “Might be he doesn’t want to leave home, but it’s time for him to
step it up so he can get out of the house.”
Titington’s son finished his test sooner than Titington had expected,
causing him to worry about his son’s performance on the test. However,
Titington heard from the examiner that his son had passed.

Pictured: Lynwood Titington
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MIKHAIL ZERSKIY
Mikhail Zerskiy, a junior from Bowling Green, waited in the
DMV test lot for his girlfriend, WKU junior Elizabeth Cain,
who was taking her driver’s test for the first time. It was Cain’s
birthday.
Zerskiy, who took his driver’s test twice before passing, said
he gave Cain a detailed guide to success and let her use his car
to practice
“I’m excited for her,” Zerskiy said. “It will be easier for us to go
more places and have more freedom together.”
Originally from Ukraine, Zerskiy said that he met Cain during
their sophomore year of high school soon after he moved to
Bowling Green.
Zerskiy smiled when he mentioned Cain’s name. As he waited
for her, he twiddled his thumbs and said they have polarized
personalities and majors. He is an accounting major, and she is a
speech language pathology major.
When Cain returned from the test, she got out of the car smiling
and wrapped Zerskiy in her arms.
“I passed!” she said. “I can go to GADs at midnight!”
Pictured: Elizabeth Cain (left) and Mikhail Zerskiy

Pictured: Roger Hopwood

ROGER HOPWOOD
Roger Hopwood accompanied his granddaughter to her driver’s
test. He sat still on the bench wearing a pale yellow polo shirt and
smiled as he watched the car exit the parking lot. He spends most
of his time with his wife at home, but he stepped out to witness
his granddaughter enter a new phase in her life.
He said his granddaughter went to Southcentral Kentucky
Community and Technical College for a while and is contemplating
going to a four-year university. However, she wants to get her
license first.
Hopwood said his granddaughter was nervous, because she
failed on her first attempt. He was also worried about how the
rules of the road have changed since his first driving test.
“The laws have changed one hundred different ways since my
time,” Hopwood said. “You won’t catch me behind a wheel.”
Hopwood rose suddenly when his granddaughter announced
she passed. Hopwood said the family had been eagerly waiting
for this moment.
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ALEX NISHIJIMA

REBECCA PEARSON

Alex Nishijima took his youngest sister, Keiko, to her driving test
because their parents were tending to the family restaurant, Yuki
Japanese Restaurant on Scottsville Road. Alex stood on the curb holding
an umbrella as it lightly rained on Sept. 24.
“She’s pretty good on her own,” he said about Keiko.
Alex said even though he believes their parents “spoiled her,” she
remains humble.
“She knows what she can and can’t do,” Alex said. “She’s good at
what she does.”
Alex and Keiko are two of four children. Alex is the second oldest and
the only son. He said he believes he has remained close with his sisters
as they grow older and move away from home.
“We still have ways to stay connected, but we can do our own thing
without worrying about what everyone else wants,” Alex said. “It’s
nice.”
Alex said their parents have different approaches to their children’s
independence. He said their father wants them to be “as independent as
possible as quickly as possible,” whereas their mother is “the opposite
basically.”
“My mother wants to coddle everyone,” Alex said. “My father wants to
kick everyone out but still support them.”
Keiko returned smiling from her test and walked to her brother. She had
passed.

Though she is a mother of six and has a full-time job, Rebecca Pearson
made time to take her fifth child to her driver’s test. Pearson said the test
is both tedious and rewarding after experiencing it with her four older
children.
While Pearson said she was excited for her daughter to experience
the essence of growing up, she admitted feeling hesitant about this
new chapter in her daughter’s life. Pearson said her 16-year-old is “not
respectful to the car,” and her “driving will be limited.”
Pearson said she believes a mandated driving education class should
be offered to students in order to extensively learn about the dangers of
getting behind a wheel. Pearson said she believes this could decrease the
amount of car accidents among teenagers and young adults.
“It’s scary seeing kids go out in these heavy machines,” Pearson said.
“If my daughter is going to be on the road, I want her to be careful and
attentive.”
The car returned to the lot and Pearson’s daughter emerged smiling.
She had passed. Pearson congratulated and hugged her daughter.

Pictured: Alex Nishijima
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Redefining patriotism
personal essay by OLIVIA MOHR illustrations by LINDSEY DANGERFIELD

I tried to swallow the lump in my throat as I triple checked my bags
and flight itinerary, sure I was forgetting something. When I called my
airline, the woman on the phone asked if I had been running because I
was so out of breath.
It wasn’t that I wasn’t excited. It was my fear of the unknown and of
how far away from home I was going. I studied abroad during July 2018
in Seoul, South Korea, far enough east for the country’s time zone to be
13 hours ahead of where I live in Nicholasville, a town right outside of
Lexington.
The name of the month-long study abroad program is Hanyang
International Summer School. It is at Hanyang University in Seoul, and it
is for international students from all over the world.
I flew with the person who was going to be my roommate in Korea.
After an hour-and-a-half-long subway ride from Incheon International
Airport to Seoul, we realized we had gotten the wrong metrocards and
couldn’t leave the station.
We tried to ask for help but failed. Though most Koreans know some
English, most are not fluent from what I experienced. Finally a Korean
man helped us out of the station as he sighed and muttered under his
breath in Korean.
We thanked him, embarrassed. I was a foreigner for the first time.
•••
About halfway through the month, I caught a cold in Seoul and needed
to buy medicine. A fellow student recommended a pharmacy a little over
a mile away from the university, so I walked there in the heat between
classes. When I arrived, my hair stuck to my forehead, and sweat trickled
in a line down my spine.
The student told me the elderly man who worked there didn’t speak
much English, so I prepared to use Google Translate on my phone.
I know only specks of Korean, including “hello” (pronounced
“annyeong-hasaeyo”), “thank you” (pronounced “gomabseubnida”)
and a few random words — like the words for “mom,” “dad,” “please,”
“pretty,” “cheers,” “friend” and so on — that wouldn’t get me far in
conversation.
Typing “May I have cold medicine?” into Google Translate didn’t seem
to work because the man didn’t seem to understand the translation. So
I demonstrated a cold to him. I gestured toward my nose and throat and

pretended to cough and sneeze into the crook of my arm, and he seemed
to understand. He pulled out two boxes of medicine, and to my surprise,
none of the words on them were in English.
When I handed him Korean money to pay, he pointed to the bills and
said “Korean money.” I smiled and nodded as he told me the names of
the men pictured on the bills, both amused and touched by his effort to
teach me.
“American?” he asked.
“Yes, I’m American.”
He smiled and looked at my backpack. “You study?”
“Yes, at Hanyang University.”
“One month?” he asked.
“Yes.”
My embarrassment melted away due to the man’s patience and effort
to speak to me.
Most of the people I interacted with were patient and helpful, whether
they spoke much English or not. I wondered, am I this patient and
respectful toward people who don’t speak English in America? Are
Americans this patient with language barriers?
Because both of my professors at Hanyang University grew up in South
Korea and now live in America, both experienced a language barrier
when they first moved. They came back to South Korea for the summer
to teach at Hanyang University during the program.
Joonhee Park, my professor for a photo and video journalism class
during the program, is an associate professor of art and communication
at Wheaton College in Illinois. He moved to America in 1998 when he
was 26 to earn his master’s degree.
Jooyoung Kim, an associate professor of advertising at the University
of Georgia, was my professor for an international advertising and
communication class. He moved to America in 1998 when he was 28.
Like Park, he moved to America to pursue graduate school.
Though Park and Kim studied English in South Korea starting in middle
school and Kim said he studied it into his college years, Kim said that, in
his experience, English was mostly taught through secondary resources
like textbooks rather than through conversation, so he could read and
comprehend English but found speaking difficult. Park experienced
a similar problem — he said when he first moved to America, it was
difficult for him even to order a hamburger.
Park said even though America is diverse, he believes people are

73

expected to know English no matter where they’re from.
He said Korea has little racial diversity and is not a “country of
immigrants” like America, so Koreans tend to be understanding when
foreigners don’t speak Korean and often assume they don’t speak Korean.
“Korean people are more patient with foreigners because we have
5,000 years of history using only one language with only one race,” Park
said.
Though Kim could read English when he first came to America, he
struggled to read at the same pace as his classmates.
Once, Kim visited a professor’s office and asked if he could have
reading material before class to prepare. Kim said his professor said
he was in America where English was the primary language, and if he
couldn’t keep up with his classmates, maybe he should consider going
back to Korea.
“I was surprised,” Kim said.
Two of his classmates offered to help if he needed them to proofread
assignments for him or any other help.
“It was hard, but with my friends’ help and my professor’s tough love, I
could manage to gradually become more fluent,” Kim said.
Kim said most people, regardless of where they’re from, instinctively
don’t try to get closer to things or people who are different from them.
“Experience and education make people more open to foreign people
and foreign experience,” he said.
Openness to new things and new people is something I believe everyone
should work toward, no matter where we’re from. The smallest efforts
can help make people feel more comfortable with language barriers, just
as the man at the pharmacy’s efforts put me at ease.

communist North and the democratic South. Since then, South Korea
has had a fairly good impression of America, Lee said. They associated
America with democracy and thought America was generally supportive
— Japan, Russia and China have tried to exert influence over or occupy
Korea, while America helped it during the Korean War.
However, Lee said many Koreans think there are negative aspects to
heavy American influence and Westernization, as fewer Korean values
and practices are passed down to younger generations.
“We keep forgetting our traditional cultures and everything,” he said.
Though Lee said he believes South Korea is too “Americanized,” he
said there has been a movement to restore traditions. He said there are
Koreans who believe that to stand out in a globalized society, they must
show their “Koreanness” and uniqueness.
Lee said though Koreans acknowledge America helped them during
the Korean War and consider America an ally, many believe South Korea
is too dependent on America, especially when it comes to defense.
“I think the U.S. kind of limits our ability to be independent in some
ways,” Lee said.
He said South Korea relies heavily on America when it comes to
defense, as thousands of American troops are stationed there, and
many of the country’s planes, boats and missiles are American-made.
He said South Korea is so used to what they receive from America that it
is difficult to find alternatives and that America limits the capabilities of
South Korea’s weapons and their ability to develop their own weapons.
“The majority of Korean people think that America has helped us
greatly and we have to go with America,” Lee said. “At the same time,
there are a few people feeling that we are too much dependent and so we
have to find our own way.”
Lee said the desire for South Korea to find its “own way,” is especially
prevalent among young South Koreans. He said he believes finding a
balance — where the two countries help each other without too much
dependence — would be valuable.
Though there is a lot of Western influence in South Korea, I could tell
everywhere I looked that Koreans value their history and traditions and,
as Park said, modernity and Westernization are not the same thing. In
fact, Park said Koreans “localize Western culture” and blend it with their
own to “repackage it and make it even better.”
Kim said something similar. He said in the past, Koreans thought
Westernization meant giving up tradition but now realize that is not
always the case — they have “Koreanized” Western culture and
knowledge to create new things, both culturally and technologically, as
seen in the popularity of K-Pop and brands like Samsung and Hyundai.
Kim said most Korean people try to keep tradition alive. For example,
he said many Korean parents who are concerned about losing traditions
send their children to summer camps to learn about Korean traditions.
“People in Korea try to balance the Westernization and keeping the
tradition at the same time,” Kim said.

•••
In the study abroad program, over 60 percent of the students were
from Singapore, so I made Singaporean friends, and we exchanged
information about our home countries.
Singapore is around half the size of Los Angeles. My Singaporean
friends told me you can drive from one side of the country to the other in
about three hours. When I told them it takes me around three hours to get
from where I live to WKU, one of them gasped, “How big is Kentucky?”
I laughed and told them Kentucky is not one of America’s larger states.
I never realized how big America is until I realized how small countries
like South Korea and Singapore are — Texas is nearly seven times larger
than South Korea — and it would never occur to me to call Kentucky
“big.”
•••
America has a big influence in South Korea.
Minwoo Lee, an associate professor of accounting at WKU, first
introduced me to the study abroad program through email. Like Park and
Kim, Lee is originally from South Korea and went back for the summer
to teach at Hanyang University during the program. He came to America
in 1985 when he was 27 to earn his doctorate.
Lee said thousands of American troops have been stationed in South
Korea since after World War II when Korea split into two parts — the

•••
Electronics and automobiles are South Korea’s top exports, according
to a 2018 report from the World Trade Organization. Yet, despite the fast
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pace, traditions and relics remain.
Gyeongbokgung Palace, the largest palace in Seoul, attracts not only
tourists but locals. Visitors can rent hanbok, traditional Korean dress,
as they walk around the palace grounds. Skyscrapers and mountains
surround the palace.
When I saw the bright colors and ornate details of the palace against
a backdrop of mountains and tall, silvery buildings and saw people in
colorful hanbok that sparkled in the sunlight walking among people
dressed in more modern clothing, I saw tradition among modernity and
technology among nature, and those things seemed to coexist.
Park said Korean people are proud of their history and culture and are
often excited to share it with foreigners.
“Korean people are extremely proud people, but then, who’s not?”
Park said. “I mean, American people, we are very proud to be American,
and Chinese people, they’re super proud to be Chinese.”
It reminded me every country has its own unique history and pride, so
who’s to say one is better than the other?
Before I studied abroad, other countries just felt like strange green and
brown shapes on maps to me, real but only in the abstract. In Seoul, I
saw people walking down the streets on their way to work and looking
sleepy on subways, just living their lives, not thinking about America,
which was the center of my world.
But no country is the center of the world. I think we forget that when
we turn inside ourselves and don’t look outward — we forget people
can’t be defined by the boxes or countries in which they’re placed.
I rethought what patriotism means to me. To me, it’s not believing our
country is superior or blindly supporting it but wanting it to be the best
version of itself, to progress. By examining other cultures, we learn more
about our own, and it can help us see flaws within our own. That’s why
I will constantly be honestly critiquing America — because I love it and
want it to keep improving.
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A woman’s
pain
poem by NATALIE HEDBERG
photos by JED CHRISTOPH

A woman’s ability to tolerate pain is a gift
And a curse.
We aid each other in times of crisis,
DD for friends when they go to a frat party
Knowing the danger of being there in the first place.
We watch live hearings of guilty men,
Scream #MeToo at the top of our lungs
Knowing the pain in our raw throats won’t echo
So much as a whisper
In their ears.
We learn to read warning signs,
Read our own bodies
But others are blind to this pain
And the text wasn’t available in Braille.
We leave the party when we start to panic.
We don’t grab a friend to come with us
Because we fear they will not understand.
We go to the doctor when our bodies don’t work
anymore
Or when we can’t work anymore
Can’t sleep anymore, can’t eat anymore.
Have them tell us it’s just our hormones
Or our periods — a woman’s pain.
Take some Advil and rest.
We lie in a ball under 15 blankets to try and make
the pain stop
Trying to fall asleep like they told you to.
Always willing to listen even when they never did.
We don’t know what to believe anymore.
Do we believe the doctors who told us our pain isn’t
real,
The men who told us that’s not really rape,
The girls who told us that our anxiety couldn’t be
that much of a burden,
We’re just lazy,

Unintelligent,
Senseless.
We aren’t in pain,
How could we be?
We collect our tears in a cup and swallow the pills
we were never prescribed
And live the life they planned for us.
To stomach the pain of women
And children
And men
Is a burden all women have to bear.
They slice into our skin,
Drain us of our life force to heal their ailments
Without noticing the scars they just created.
They use up our strength
And beat us up when we have none left for ourselves.
Call us overdramatic when we cry.
Women are strong
Because women have always been the bearer of the
world’s pain
But our suffering is not for you
And our strength is not for you
It has always been for us.

Poet’s statement: “This poem depicts the plight of
women in 2018 and all the women who have come
before. It’s the pain of taking care of others before
yourself and keeping pain inside for fear of being
called ‘hysterical.’ There is not an influx of women
being assaulted in 2018. It has always been happening; we have always been here in pain. But 2018 is the
year we started speaking up.”
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Kathryn “Kitty” Hall (left), 74, and Cathy Alewine enjoy each other’s
company at the Aqua Fit class on Thursday, Oct. 18. Alewine said
she mainly attends Aqua Fit because she recently had surgery on her
knee and water aerobics is known to be gentle on joints, but Alewine
hopes she will lose weight in the process of recovery.
(Photo by Maggie Smith)

Moving

Just Keep

story by DELANEY HOLT photos by DALTON PUCKETT & MAGGIE SMITH

T

hick, muggy air hung in the Bill Powell Natatorium as lifeguards
and instructors prepared for their Tuesday evening shifts. A
bright yellow sign reading “Lane Closed” was set out for class to
begin as a mother coaxed her son out of the first shallow lane. His black
basketball buoyed near the pool stairs.
A young undergraduate in a solid black bathing suit unlocked the storage
closet, dragging laundry baskets full of water weights to the pool’s edge.
With a small grin, she waved at familiar faces as they dipped their toes
into the water, leaving a row of flip flops along the shallow end.
After several minutes, a small group of women convened in the water.
Near the back of the group, two women in one-piece bathing suits
bobbed to the rhythm of their own excited chatter prepping for the aqua
aerobics class ahead.
Each semester, the Preston Center offers a variety of GroupX classes.
Available each week, these group fitness classes are open to WKU
students and other Preston Center members.
An activity like water aerobics offers resistance training with lowimpact effects on joints and bones, Amy Wininger, a previous Preston
Center Aqua Fit instructor, said. She said since the water supports weak
joints, participants are often given the freedom to improve cardiovascular
stamina, flexibility, circulation and body tone.
Water aerobic exercise is often heavily recommended for older
individuals to combat chronic illnesses due to its low-impact nature,
according to the Centers for Disease Control and Prevention.
As a result, older Bowling Green residents are constant fixtures at the
Bill Powell Natatorium.
The small group of eight women slowly paddled toward the pool stairs,
hoisting themselves to the concrete in pursuit of towels as the Tuesday
evening class came to an end. The six younger, college-age attendees

gathered their belongings and ducked into the locker room.
With water shoes and smile intact, one of the older women lingered by
the water. She praised one college student’s efforts and waved to one of
the lifeguards as she fluffed her curly hair.
Kathryn “Kitty” Hall, 74, has attended Aqua Fit for the past four years.
Hall began attending consistently with a handful of friends because she
valued the benefits of exercise and water aerobics.
“I started coming to class because I wanted to stay healthy,” Hall said.
“The only way to stay moving is to keep moving — plain and simple. Our
old instructors, like Amy Wininger, always made that fact clear.”
Since the Preston Center first started offering Aqua Fit classes 25
years ago, they’ve maintained a small yet loyal group of participants. An
average of 12 people attended a typical class with participants ranging
in age from freshmen in college to older retirees like Hall.
However, attendance rates declined in 2016 and 2017 to an average
of six participants per class. The core group of older retirees were the
participants who consistently returned.
With a soft giggle, Hall quickly bent down to adjust her water shoe,
chatting about her goals for the next class. Hall moved her arms in
expressive excitement as she spoke about her favorite routines.
On a typical Tuesday or Thursday, she completes a variety of exercises,
from underwater jumping jacks and knee bends to torso twists and
Frankenstein steps. Though she prefers to leave the waterproof medicine
ball on the poolside, Hall is prepared for almost any other challenge.
However, on that particular Tuesday, two of her friends were unable
to attend class. Surrounded by a few unfamiliar college students and
silence, Hall longed for the missing regulars. Aqua Fit was singlehandedly responsible for most of these connections.
“There are four of us little old ladies who both attend the class and talk
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“The only way to stay moving is to
keep moving — plain and simple.”
- Kathryn “Kitty” Hall
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outside of Preston,” Hall said. “We text each other just to check up on life
or chat. We are the class constants.”
Hall heckled 65-year-old participant Linda Spinney, another class
constant, to get to the poolside. Spinney’s pink flip flops squished and
squashed with each step.
The handful of college students had hurried to go about their day,
and the natatorium was almost empty. Country music played from the
speakers overhead.
“The young ones never last long,” Spinney said. “There were 20 at the
beginning of the semester — then 14 the following week. Now, there
are six or seven.”
Looking toward the ceiling lights, Spinney laughed, shifting her weight
onto her left foot and tucking her hair behind her ear. Rolling her eyes
about the young ones, she quickly crossed her arms over her chest and
nodded toward the pool.
“I guess that’s just proof that older people can do everything, including
what younger people can’t,” Spinney said.
Spinney has attended Aqua Fit for 11 years. She began the class while
employed at WKU and continued to participate after retiring.
Initially, Spinney began the class as a way to exercise. However, after
beginning to develop a bone condition called peri-osteoporosis, she
found the water allowed for safe, pain-free movement.
“I have had friends of mine take Aqua Fit because of their arthritic
symptoms,” Spinney said. “One of our old Aqua Fit instructors, who has
terrible knee problems, continues to do a lower level of water aerobics
because she swears by the benefits.”
Every Tuesday and Thursday, Goodlettsville, Tennessee, junior Jenna
Galbreath prepares to lead the sole 45-minute Aqua Fit class.
Galbreath, the new instructor, said water aerobics provides an
alternative to the typical American workout regimen since many younger
adults tend to focus on the treadmill, track or elliptical, ignoring the
benefits that accompany classes like Aqua Fit. Galbreath quickly learned
the older ladies took pride in their personal regimens.
“I had learned about the group of older Aqua Fit ladies long before

taking the position,” Galbreath said. “I just never knew that they would
be so faithful and so helpful with my program design.”
Galbreath, a former Preston Center lifeguard, had never planned to
teach Aqua Fit. Her goal had been to teach Awesome Abs or a heavier,
cardio-based GroupX class.
“I had never taken a water aerobics class in my entire life,” Galbreath
said. “However, I really wanted to instruct some type of course, and,
when the only spot that opened up was for Aqua Fit, I decided to take it.”
Galbreath said she tries new routines when she knows all of the ladies
will be around.
“They will let me know if an exercise is ineffective or uncomfortable,
and I am able to make adjustments because of that,” Galbreath said.
Over the years, the group of ladies learned to be self-sufficient. The
younger students always shifted and changed, but the older group’s drive
to move never ended. In the end, the class aligned with their specific
needs.
“Our group absolutely loves this program,” Spinney said. “When WKU
is closed over the summers, we still come to the pool for class. There isn’t
a teacher here, but we come.”
As Spinney continued, the song “My Church” by Maren Morris sounded
from the overhead speakers. The questions “Can I get a hallelujah? Can I
get an Amen?” began to echo throughout the natatorium.
“Most of us have been at this so long that we have the moves
memorized,” Spinney said. “You can’t stop moving just because the
students have gone home for a few months.”
Hall and Spinney walked side-by-side toward the women’s locker room,
gabbing and laughing as only close friends could. A lifeguard removed
the “Lane Closed” sign and returned it to the storage closet.
The Aqua Fit routine would continue on Thursday, and the ladies would
be present as usual.
“The number of young Aqua Fit students dwindles each week,”
Galbreath said. “But, those two women and their entire group remind
me why consistent exercise is so important, and they show me exactly
why older adults should continue to move.”

The foam dumbbells used in Aqua Fit classes create resistance under water.
(Photo by Dalton Puckett)
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Goodlettsville, Tenn., junior Jenna Galbreath teaches
Aqua Fit at the Preston Center. “I had learned about the
group of older Aqua Fit ladies long before taking the
position,” Galbreath said.
(Photo by Dalton Puckett)
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POWER

TO THE

PE OPLE

story by ADAM MURPHY photos by MAGGIE SMITH

Some activists advocate through social media, but these four activists use their voices to gather communities and create change through action.

ALAYNI HILTON

JADA JEFFERSON

Elizabethtown senior Alayni Hilton marched a mile through Ephram
White Park to raise awareness and funds to prevent suicide during the
Bowling Green Area Out of Darkness Walk on Oct. 20. The walk was an
effort put on by the American Foundation for Suicide Prevention, which
funds research and gives resources and aid to people affected by suicide.
Hilton received help for her own mental health through this organization, pushing her to join in the march and raise $200 online through
Facebook and social media in September 2018 for the organization.
“A lot of people don’t feel like they have a voice and it’s taken me so
long to feel like I have one,” Hilton said. “I just want to be a voice for
the voiceless.”
Hilton advocates for LGBTQ rights, mental health, gun control and sexual assault awareness. She said these issues affect the everyday lives of
people like her and her friends.
The Bowling Green March For Our Lives event in March inspired her
to change her major to Diversity and Community Studies. She said she
came out of the closet as bisexual this past summer and now works to
organize visitors and speakers for different organizations on LGBTQ topics, manages the Queer Student Union’s social media and develops online
publicity through emails and creating posters to share with students.
“Majority of the time people think that, for LGBTQ communities, once
gay marriage was made equal and legal, the fight was over for us,” Hilton
said. “It’s not over. There’s many issues still needing to be addressed.”

On the day after Donald Trump was elected, Louisville senior Jada Jefferson spotted a poster on the fountain in front of Van Meter Hall that
called for “fellow White comrade(s)” who were “sick of the blatant Anti-White propaganda” in the media to visit two alt-right websites, Daily
Stormer and the blog The Right Stuff.
“That was the first time that I felt like I needed to take it into my own
hands,” Jefferson said.
She got involved in different movements that she connected with, such
as Black Lives Matter and #MeToo.
She volunteers through the Intercultural Student Engagement Center
as a mentor for students of color and mentors multiple black students
within the theatre department. She wants students to speak out and
hopes the students she mentors feel empowered to do so even after she
graduates, she said.
She also teaches in WKU’s Theatre-in-Diversion program, which offers an alternative to traditional juvenile punishment for students in the
Warren County School system who have committed low level criminal
offenses. Students are offered to get their charges expunged by taking
part in theatre, writing and active participation.
“All aspects of my identity after Trump’s election were at risk,” Jefferson said. “It wasn’t just me being black, a woman or poor. I had to figure
out how to stand up for myself and other people.”
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ASHLYN JONES

LIZBETH

After Arizona Sen. Jeff Flake announced his support of Brett
Kavanaugh, sophomore Ashlyn Jones from Lafayette, Louisiana, knew
she had to do something, she said. She felt passionate about speaking
out against Kavanaugh due to her own experience with sexual violence.
At first, she said she was emotional, but she composed herself enough to
go to the store to buy poster materials. She called out to her friends and
fellow students and gathered nine people to protest in front of Sen. Rand
Paul’s Bowling Green office for five or six hours.
Phrases like “I Believe Dr. Christine Blasey Ford” and “No On
Kavanaugh” were scrawled across the posters. Throughout the protest,
students gave written statements pushing for Paul to vote no on the
confirmation. Almost an hour before the office closed, Jones went to give
her own statement, but the door was locked, so office workers instructed
her to slide her statement under the door.
Paul ended up voting to confirm Kavanaugh.
Jones is a #MeToo activist and student on WKU’s campus. She is a
member of the Young Democrats club and is a Student Government
Association senator. In her time as senator, she served as the chair of the
SGA Standing Against Violence and for Ending Self-Harm committee
and authored two pieces of legislation, which both passed. One,
passed in November 2017, supported a federal senate bill that pushed
to reform the Title IX process by changing the reporting process and
how universities investigate sexual crimes. The other piece of legislation,
passed in August 2017, suggested for WKU to require an online sexual
assault education course for all first-year students.
Starting in February, ahead of the November elections, she interned
for Patti Minter, a WKU professor who campaigned to be Kentucky
State Representative in the 20th district and won. She also accompanied
Minter to Frankfort to protest changes in the state pension system in
April 2018.
For Jones, there is no option to stop or burn out.
“Even a small victory is a victory,” Jones said, “People do still care
about these issues, even if it feels like our government doesn’t.”

Lizbeth, who asked that her last name not be used because of her status with the Deferred Action for Childhood Arrivals program, was born
in Michoacán, Mexico, and came to the U.S. at age 4.
The DACA program protects individuals who came to the U.S. as children from deportation and gives them a work permit. The protection
expires after two years unless it is renewed.
Lizbeth got her DACA status in 2014 and has renewed it twice since
then, once in 2016 and again in 2018.
Now 20 years old, Lizbeth worked for AT&T throughout her education and got her associate’s degree of science in nursing from WKU in
December 2017. She passes for white and surprises people when she
speaks Spanish, she said.
Lizbeth advocates for her community throughout her day-to-day life.
She has spoken out at work and everywhere she can, trying to educate
customers and friends about the real aspects of DACA and how she lives
in the fear that her status will not be renewed. She said she works to
show the human side of the controversial issue and tries to show that recipients who are being affected are people who work like everyone else.
“You see how people react when they see the good things,” she said.
“That’s what motivates me. That you can have people going out knowing
something different and telling their friends and families too.”
Lizbeth said she asked people to speak to their representatives and
asked them to support legislation like the repeatedly denied DREAM
Act. The DREAM Act was legislation proposed in Congress first in 2001
and most recently in 2017. It would have called for the Department of
Homeland Security to grant permanent resident status to, and cancel the
removal of, individuals who came to the U.S. as children on a conditional
basis, including DACA recipients. The legislation hasn’t passed.
“I told myself that anytime that I can let people know when I got here,
why I’m here and what I’m doing — I can make a difference.”
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ocated about two miles from campus across the street from
a Dollar General is the Bowling Green Skatepark. Its rolling
concrete hills and slopes absorb the heat of the sun as the sound
of the wheels surround the valleys of the park.
The atmosphere is relaxed, yet energetic. The lanky bodies in the park
attach themselves to skateboards, bikes and scooters, while they zoom
past the world around them with youthful freedom.
While the skatepark emits a free and welcoming energy, there is often
an evident imbalance of gender represented in the park.
Radcliff senior Kennedy Morillo has been skating for about two years.
She grew up loving the sport but didn’t dedicate much time to it until
college. She was introduced to the sport through Carly Coleman a former
WKU student who is now a full-time mom in Murfreesboro, Tennessee.
Coleman grew up skating in her neighborhood and said she always
loved the feeling it gave her.
“The rush of going down a hill with all of the wind around me is
insane,” Coleman said.
Despite loving the thrill of skating, Coleman said she didn’t go to the
skatepark in Bowling Green often when she lived there.
“I felt like I was always in the way, even though I probably wasn’t,”
Coleman said.
The few times she did go, she said there were hardly ever any women
in the park, making it hard for her to connect.

Coleman said she was nervous about ridicule from the guys even
though she never experienced direct comments from the guy skaters.
“The worst ridicule I got was from non-skaters when I skated on
campus,” Coleman said. “I just didn’t feel welcome. People would glare
at me because they felt like I was in their way.”
When Coleman met Morillo at Murray State University in fall 2015,
they became good friends. Coleman was interested in finding someone
to skate with, and Morillo was willing to learn.
They began skating on top of the parking structure on WKU’s campus.
Morillo said Parking Structure 2 was a good place because she could
learn the basics without feeling like a hindrance to the more experienced
guy skaters.
“It was natural,” Morillo said. “I just got on, and I could do it. I
remember thinking ‘Wow, this is perfect. I feel like this is right. This
is fun.’”
Shortly after learning to skate, Morillo entered into a relationship with
a skater. Though the two broke up when he moved away, they would
often go to the skatepark and he helped her master new tricks when
they were together. While Morillo appreciated his help, she also learned
that girls skate differently than guys due to their physical differences.
She said the differences made it hard to learn new things and still does
at times.

Radcliff senior Kennedy Morillo has been around skateboarding since her
childhood. Growing up, her older sister skateboarded but it wasn’t until two years
ago that Morillo tried it herself after a close friend offered her an extra board. “It’s
one of my many forms of therapy,” Morillo said. “It’s becoming a second home.”
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The women’s skate club meets at the Bowling Green skatepark on Sept. 20. Radcliff senior Kennedy Morillo started the women’s skate club to encourage female
skaters to come together. Female skaters are hesitant to ride at the skatepark in fear of embarrassment or exclusivity, Morillo said.
Left to right: Jennie Fowler, Jaszmen Rakers, Natalie Rickman, Kennedy Morillo, Summer Powell

“Weight distribution on women and men is completely different,”
Morillo said, “Like we have boobs. A lot of guys don’t realize that since
we have different bodies, we skate differently. We may do something
slightly different because of our anatomy.”
Morillo feared judgement from the guy skaters in the park even though
she too had never experienced any direct ridicule from them. She said
she feels like guy skaters actually want more women to skate.
“Whenever I would go to the skatepark consistently, I would get a lot of
praise for the things I was doing,” Morillo said. “When a boy would see
me, he would be like, ‘Oh my god, you skate? That’s so crazy.’”
Morillo said the most ridicule she gets is from other women. She
said she often receives looks when she is skating on campus or has her
skateboard with her.
“I had my skateboard on me all day and the amount of looks I got
was crazy,” Morillo said. “I felt like I needed to run home or go back to
my car to put it up, but I am glad I didn’t because I needed to feel that
uncomfortability.”
Morillo said that for two years, she didn’t step foot inside the skatepark
after she and her ex-boyfriend broke up. She no longer felt comfortable
going to the skatepark alone because of the lack of women present.
It wasn’t until September 2018 when Morillo met a girl with a
skateboard inside Starbucks. Her name was Jaszmen Rakers, and she

was a sophomore at Bowling Green High School. Morillo asked her if
she skated.
“That’s a stupid question,” Morillo said. “Of course you skate. You
have a skateboard.”
Rakers has been skating since March 2018. She started going to the
skatepark when her 10-year-old brother was learning how to skate. She
was there with him every day and decided there was no reason she
couldn’t give it a shot too.
Unlike Morillo and Coleman, Rakers had some negative experiences
at the skatepark. One of the rules of the skatepark is that shirts must be
worn at all times. Despite this, Rakers said a lot of the guy skaters take
off their shirts all the time.
“It’s too hot not to,” Rakers said. “I fight with my mom about it, but if
they are taking their shirts off, I am going to, too.”
Rakers said she receives stares almost every time she takes her shirt
off. Rakers recalls one instance in particular was when she was skating in
only her sports bra and a guy asked her if she was trying to be a stripper.
“I was like, ‘Excuse me, where is your shirt?” Rakers said. “I’m a bit
under age. I’m only 16.”
Rakers said these kinds of experiences are what made her not want to
come back to the skatepark, or at least not alone.
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Bowling Green High School student Jaszmen Rakers practices a trick on
Sept. 15 at the Bowling Green skatepark. “A lot of the guys don’t get
that girls skate different,” Rakers said.
Morillo skates on top of Parking Structure 2, where she first started
skating. Eventually, she went to the skatepark despite her fear of being
judged. The park has now become a place of community for her.
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Bowling Green native Jennie Fowler says skating with
female skaters has made an impact on her. Fowler
picked up skating for therapeutic reasons and to take
her mind off of things. Fowler said women’s center
of gravity is different than men’s, so it’s helpful to
watch how women use their bodies when they skate.
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Dani Simpson (from left), Natalie Rickman and Jennie Fowler say their goodbyes to Maya Moran, 4, as her mother Sarah Moran waits to leave the skatepark on
Thursday, Oct. 4. Moran said her daughter saw people skateboarding and wanted to participate, so she bought her a skateboard for her last birthday.

Morillo’s experiences feeling isolated at the skatepark, along with
learning that there were other girls who skate in Bowling Green like
Rakers inspired Morillo to start a skate club for girls.
At these meetings, which occur every Thursday evening, girl skaters
of all skill levels meet up and support one another at the skatepark.
The energy that was once very masculine was now balanced with the
presence of girls.
Morillo and Rakers said they have not faced any ridicule since going
to the park as a group. The guy skaters either appeared supportive or
apathetic, Morillo said.
Louisville sophomore Samuel Zitelli is a frequent visitor of the
skatepark. Before the girls started meeting on Thursdays, Zitelli recalled
very few times when he saw a girl skater at the park. He said most of the
time, the girls were only there to watch their boyfriends.
“Skateboarding has always been a male-dominated sport, which sucks
because some girls absolutely kill it,” Zitelli said.
Zitelli said the other guy skaters he knows don’t have any issues with
girl skaters coming to the park.
“Everyone here seems really cool with it,” he said. “I think it’s really
cool that there is a club starting. More people, in general, are coming out
this semester, which is awesome.”
Morillo has been incredibly pleased with the outcome of the skate club
so far.
“This is the happiest I’ve been in a while,” Morillo said at the first club
meeting. “The fact that we are all here right now and supporting one
another and learning new things is all that I wanted.”

While every skater is on their own journey, Morillo is confident that a
community of girl skaters is bringing a new light to the sport.
“I am not a beast by any means,” Morillo said “I can’t go on rails and
shred like some guys can, but I am working on my own skating every
time I go out there.”
Morillo said skating is freeing for her and skating with women makes
her question why she wasn’t doing it all along.
“I was so caught up in what men would think of my skating that I was
preventing myself from progress,” Morillo said. “It’s nice that I don’t
have to do that anymore.”
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HOROSCOPES
horoscopes by DILLON McCORMICK illustrations by LINDSEY DANGERFIELD

AR I E S

TAURUS

GEMI NI

March 21 - April 19

April 20 - May 20

May 21 - June 20

There is always something on your
mind. Even when the rest of the world
seems content with the way things are,
a bright passion burns inside you. This
can be exciting, but also a little isolating.
If you reach out, you’ll find that people
understand you better than you think they
do. Treat yourself to a concert.

You’ve been receiving a lot of gifts lately
in the way of opportunities and good
luck. Whether you’ve taken advantage of
them or not, the time has come for you to
use your numerous talents and resources
to make something that gives back to
the universe. Think about how you can
use your maturity and wisdom to make
the world a better place. Treat yourself to
something shiny.

In your life, things can quickly go from
“amazing” to “overwhelming.” Part of
what makes you special is the seemingly
boundless supply of positive energy you
put out into the world, but that can leave
you drained when you’re alone. The time
has come for you to seek balance — don’t
be afraid to accept help. Treat yourself to a
hot bath.

L I BRA

S CORPI O

SAGI T TARIU S

Sept. 23 - Oct. 22

Oct. 23 - Nov. 21

Nov. 22 - Dec. 21

Life can get really complicated sometimes,
and that’s something you will have to deal
with soon. Luckily, you have a natural
ability for managing complex social
situations and maintaining harmony in
your life and others’. Remember, though,
it’s impossible to make everyone happy
all of the time. Prioritize things that are
important to you over others’ feelings.
Treat yourself to a candle.

As you reflect on the last few months,
you may find that things have not quite
lived up to your expectations. This isn’t
because you’re unlucky but because you
tend to underestimate your own abilities.
Make sure to take full advantage of the
opportunities given to you because there
are quite a few things that only come
once in a lifetime. Treat yourself to a rich
dessert.
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The world is your oyster, whether you
know it or not. In the near future, very
important events will occur that will shape
who you are, and you’re ready to leap
into the next phase of your life. Be sure to
stay humble, though, as there is no greater
antidote to success than an oversized ego.
Treat yourself to new clothes.

CANC E R

LE O

VI RGO

June 21 - July 22

July 23 - Aug. 22

Aug. 23 - Sept. 22

Sometimes it can feel like you aren’t
speaking the same language as everyone
around you, and it can be frustrating
to be misunderstood. Try to tackle
communication issues by seeing things
from a new perspective. It’s important
not to give up on difficult tasks, because
when you work hard at something, you can
do great things. Treat yourself to a dinner
party.

It’s no secret that your personality is one
of your best assets, and even more people
will start to recognize how much of a
positive influence you can be. Now is the
best time to start planning for your future,
so you should use your natural charm to
make the connections that will allow you
to achieve the life you want. Treat yourself
to a flower arrangement.

Sometimes your perception of reality
can differ from what is actually real.
Perfectionism can drive you to be
excellent, but it can also take a mental toll
on you when you don’t live up to your own
high expectations. Try to make an honest
assessment of your achievements so far. I
think you’ll find that you’re actually quite
accomplished, and you’ll be happier for it.
Treat yourself to sleeping in.

CAPRI C O RN

AQUARI US

PI S C E S

Dec. 22 - Jan. 19

Jan. 20 - Feb. 18

Feb. 19 - March. 20

You are a remarkably strong and persistent
person. But while you might not feel the
burdens of life as acutely as other people,
it can still take a toll on you, even in ways
you don’t realize. Next time something
throws you for a loop, take the time to
process and heal, even if you don’t think
you need to. In the end, you’ll be stronger.
Treat yourself to a day in nature.

You’re pretty good at understanding the
world around you, but that doesn’t mean
you always know what to do with that
information. Luckily, you are moving into
a period of your life that will be much less
stressful than the last one, so you will have
ample space in your mind to sort out what
you need to. Treat yourself to a new book.

Your emotions tell you a lot about the
world that you might not pick up on
consciously, so it’s good that you’ve been
in tune with them lately. However, as time
goes by, it can be easy to fixate on certain
negative emotions as you ignore the more
positive ones. Take time to recalibrate, so
that you can make the most out of what
you are given in life. Treat yourself to a
milkshake.

93

Capt. Darrell Sheppeard participates in the 2-mile run portion of his annual physical
training test at the Ruter Track and Field Complex for the ROTC program. ROTC
professors get tested twice a year and are expected to be at the army-standard level of
fitness. Sheppeard has served in the army for 24 years.
(Photo by Emily Moses)
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